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“California Dreams” titles include: 
“California Dreams”: Behind the Seanes 


Hot new fiction titles: 


Playing for Keeps #1 
Perfect Harmony #2 
Who Can You Trust? #3 
Beauty and the Blues #4 
Power af Love #5 
‘The Dream Team #6 
Don't Forget to Write #7 
A California Night's Dream #8 
Dreamers and Schemers #9 


‘ Ofees Sly Winkle exclaimed as 
hie clapped enthusiastically, Californ 


Dreams, the band he managed, was having its 
regular Sunday afternoon practice session: They 
fund just finished playing “Purt of My Hen,” one 
of their hottest numbers, 

Sly grinned hin trademark crooked grin “You 
sys have never sounded better!” 

“Thank yous thank you,” Tony Wick 
hand's drummer, sald) laying down his sticks, “No 
Applause, just throw money.” He pretended to style 


the 


his curly black hair. 

‘| think that's a good way to end the practice 
Matt Garrison said, setting his guitar down on itt 
stand. Matt was the Dreams’ rhythen guitarist and 
songwriter, and it wis in his family's garage 
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that the group practiced whenever they got the 
chance. 

“Definitely,” Tiffani Smith agree 
bass guitar over her head, making sure the 
didn't get caught in her long blond hair. “But if we 
keep this up, people will really start hiring us to per 
form!" she added. 

So why havew't they already?” Samantha Woo 
asked from her position behind the keyboard, Sam 
always seemed 10 ask the most pertinent questions. 
Of course, she talked so much and asked so many 
questions that some of them were bound to be perti= 

nent. “That's what Pd like to know. Sly." 

“Yeah, Mr. Manager, 

Dreams’ lead guitarist, «! 
good looks and his Mr. Cool, leather-jacketed tough- 
ness, Juke was irresistible to girls. And guys who 
new what wis good for them didn't argue with him, 
either. “When's our next gig? 

“You heard the man,” Tony said, “The public 
demands, we've got to deliver. And sinee you're our 
tnanager, [figure that makes you the delivery boy.” 

3, ey,” Sly suid raising both hands pro- 
Ay. “You're hurting my funny bone, Wicks.” 

‘Seriously, Winkle,” Juke said. “What 
pening on the progress front? We wanna play!” 

“Yeah, Sly." Samantha added, “Performing at 
the party after the schoo! play was fun, but it was 
kind of like eating ane potato chip, you know?” 
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“AIL right, all right,” Sly said, gett 

! said, getting up and 
Paling out his chest, “Sinee you're all so impatient, 
T might us well break the good news right here and 
now.” 


Good news?” Matt repeated. “What good 


“Yeah, what good news?” Tiffani asked, 
“I swear, you're like « bunch of little children,” 
bunch of little children, 
sy Bo his head! condescendingly. “I was 
Boing to tell you afer I had all the final detail 
worked out, but...” eal 
“You mean, this good! news is onl fe 
r ly w maybe? 
‘Tony naked. “Io that what you're saying, Sylvester?” 
Sly cleared his throat. “Tony, my mun...” 
“Fo not your man, my man,” Tiny corrected 
him, “Not unless we're talking abun w rea! gig 
“14 eal allright" Sly inated, 
“So what io it?” Juke asked impatiently. 
“The South Coast Arts Festival,” Sly told them 
With « conspiratorial wink. “Ever hear of 
“Are you kidding?” Mutt asked. “That's the 
biggest event of the whole year around here!” He 
tured to Sam, “Every year they hold the atts festival 
in a different 
Last year we dida't have enouy i 
igh experience to gel 
hired. But we've performed a lot since then.” 
‘Sam's almond-shaped it 
eyes widened engerly. 
She had come over from Hong Kong as an chai 
Student just a couple of months ago and was staying 


3 


Ceb:formia. Dissent 
with the Garrison family while their daughter Jenny 
was in Rome on a music scholarship. Jenny had 
been part of the Dreams from the beginning, but Sam 
filled in really well. 

So, Winkle,” Juke said, “You actually got us @ 
ig playing there?” 

“I's like | told you, Jake,” Sly replied. “I's 

just a matter of dotting the i's and crossing the t's.” 

‘And one other thing, Sly thought to himself, 
namely, contacting the festival's promoters to let them 
know a band named California Dreams even exists. 
But of course Sly left that part out. There was 90 
sense in worrying the band members with all the lit- 
tle details. 

“1's in the bag,” Sly added. 

“What makes you think so?” Tiffani asked, 

“Look, it's simple,” Sly insisted, “They're hold- 
ing the festival in Redondo Bench this year, Fight?” 

Right." Tony agreed. “So?” 

So, every year they go heavy on hometown tal- 
ent—and a, that’s us! { mean, are we oF are 
‘we not the hottest band in Redondo Beach?” 

“Well,” Matt said tentatively, brushing his 
brown hair off his forehead. “I'd say we're definitely 
the hottest band at Pacific Coast High: 

Matthew, I'm surprised at you!” Sly said, fur- 
rowing his brow in exaggerated concarn. “Where's 
your self-confidence? Where's your can-do spi 
He turned to the rest of the band members, “Mark 
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iny words, people: There is nothing a person can’t 
when he's made his it saniaigne 


repeat—this gig is ours 
“Well, okay, Sylvester,” Tony said, raisi 
‘ ten” Tony said, raising his 
ycbros doulaflly.“Ityoussy so." 
“Yeah,” Juke agreed, “And since you're so 
sure, Winkle, I'd say this calls for a celebration. 
go down to Sharkey's and have a 
‘hovolate shakes—on Sly?” 
“Wha — on me 
“But Winkle,” Juke suid, feigni 
5 I, feigning « 
thought you waid this gig was iv the bag.” 
“I 
sigh of res 


“Relax, Sly," Juke suid, putting » comfo 


dup to do something, 1 


oney from the gi cl 
a eres ig—which, like you sai 

Sly flashed Juke u sickly stile, “Right. You e 
Gout on it” he sad, though he was starting to wish 
he'd nover opened his big mouth in the first place, 
Now he was going wo havo wo make good on his pris 
{oot the gig. Not to mention buy everyone shakes! 


“Ah, Wicks! I've been looking for you!” 


‘Tony looked over his should 

a ae h n 
BITE tanneries lin ini Sesto’ ood sm 
the chubby Ggure of hi 


+ and saw 


(bfprniad 
Je at Sharkey’s Beachside 


fony worked part-time 
tor : 1t was a good job, 


Burger Shack after sel a 
although he would rather have been playing his 
drums, But he needed the money, and at Sharkey's 
the tips added up pretty quickly. After all, the place 
was the numero tino hangout far the kids from Paci 
Goat High School. * 

on eYealh, Sharkey, wht can T do for you?” Tony 


“You know me, 
willing to do a favor for 

*Yeuly, you, right i 
nods “Listen, my sister and my brother-in-law just 


awed to town with their two kids. ‘Twins—a boy and 


ee " 
ee acral Toy si ming ad ding, A 


Well, my nephew, Stu, is coming to work for 
Wo beak 


tne hore, starting tomorrow, And 1 want you l 
the kid in, You know, show him the ropes. a 
“Sure thing, bo “Bo happy to! 
“Good,” Sharkey said. “Look, he's in the 
itehen now—lemme bring him out here #0 he can 
gang. He's gonna be starting 


meet you and the 
school at PCHS tomoree 

Sharkey hustled his bulky frame back to the 
itehen and returned a fow moments tater with 
ull, gangly, red-headed kid who seemed to trip over 
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hhis own fect every few steps he took. 

“This is my nephew, Stu Malone,” Sharkey 
suid. “Stu, say hello to California Dreams, They're a 
prutty good band, if you like loud rock me 

Stu did as he was told, flashing the Dreams a 
mile. “Hi,” he said, “I'm Stu. Who are you? Hehe 
Tioh—that's w rhyme!" 

‘The Dreams flushed each other quick oh-boy 
lances before introducing themselves to Shurkey's 
nephew. “Stu's gonna be w classmat 
“So's his twin si 

ole, y"know.” 
Is that right?” Sly asker, trying to repress a 

smirk, “Who do you have for homeroom, Stu?” 

“Ma. MeAllisten” Stu said. “And so does my 
ister. 

“Hey, that's my homeroom, too," Sly sai 
that none of the seuts next to hi 
Presently vacant, The last thing he n 
elown trying to make friends with him, 

“Well, be secing you alll” Stu said, following 
his uncle back into the kitchen, 

“Whou.” Sly couldn't repress a loud guffaw, 
“What a geek!” 

“Oh, come on, now, Sly," Tiffani scolded him. 
“You just met the guy. He might be very nice once 
you get to know him,” Besides heing a knockout, 
‘Tiffani hud a heart of gold, She was always giving 
people the benefit of the doubs, 


? 


lad 
lass were 
edead was this 


Califone D 
Sly burst out laughing again. “Boy, IN bet his sis- 

ter is a real winner, too. A professional model, can you 

believe it? Must be what they calla ‘character? move.” 
Samantha shrugged. “You never know, Sly,” 


she said, “Maybe Markie’s really good-looking.” 
“Come on, Sam,” Sly replied, rolling his eyes 


skeptically, “She's his twin, How good-looking ean 
she be? 
Sly, you really shouldn't judge people before 
you know them,” Matt pointed oat 4 

“Yeah, right,” Sly suid, “I ean't wait to meet 
. Judging by her twin brother, I'll bet she's 


this ohi 
a babe-and-a-half.” 

“Looks aren't everything, Wimple,” Jake said. 
“I they were, you'd be out of luck.” 

“Very funny, Juke,” Sly shot back, not at all 
offended, He might not be the magnet for babes that 
Juke was, but with his wavy brown his, devastating 
Iirown eyes, and the irresistible cleft in his chin, Sly 
knew that he was almost as attractive to women as he 
was to himself, 

But you know,” he told Jak 
point. Looks, brains, and personality aren't every- 
thing. Yes, I can't wait to meet good old Markie 
Malone, I'm sure I'm going to be seriously 
impressed NOT!" 


you do have a 


On Monday moming Sly walked into his homeroom 


g 
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Ho find every guy in the class clustered 
Though the crowd he could see Stu Malor 
Carrottop. So, Sly thought, laughing to himself, All 
the guys are having their fun with the new dweeb, 

And there was another carrottop, too, sli 
Whorter than Stu's, Must be his twin in Pita 
two nerds for the prive of one. 

The bell rang, and Ms, McAllister stepped into 
the room, “All . “Tm glad to 
#0 you're all making our new arrivals feel welcom 
ut we've got lots of work to do, Please take your 
ai” 

‘The crowd parted slowly, and there, standing 
ext to her brother, was the most incredible, stupen- 
fous, outrageous, gnarl, radical, excellent-looking 
i6iH Sly had ever laid eyes on! With thick, wavy red 
Huis, huge green eyes, and a perfect smile, she was 
Aeriously something to look ut, 

A “I psa YoU two were twins,” Sly whispered 
to Stu as he passed on his way to an empty seat near 

Iberon of the clans, eee 

“We are,” Stu replied, * ins. We' 

7 plied. “Fraternal twins. We're 

“No, dub,” Sly agreed, swallo 

Watched Markie take hor seut at the far side of the 

fom, Three guys surrounded her, makings 

Ot seated okay, 1's pathetic, They're practically slob- 

bering all over themselves, Sly thought, wiping 

mouth, 


the back, 


hurd as he 


California Dreams 

Can we begin?” Ms. MeAllister asked. 

‘The class finally got itself together enough to 
pay attention —all except Shy that is: For the entice 
fifteen minutes of homeroom, he never ance took his 
eyes off Markie Malone. 

‘A couple of times shi 
ni once she even giggled. Sly Flt Winelf acta~ 
ga first! He'd never gone rei! over 


ght him looking at 


her, 
ally blushing 
someone before, 
When the bell rang, students ga : 
thingy together and headed off v0 their fist-poriod 
‘lasses. Ax Sly mude his way toward the door, his 
yes were glued to Markio’s back. And one thought 
d over in his brain: 
be mine. 


dents gathered their 


eyes 
repeated itself over and 
Pm ghe will be mine. Oh yes, she wil 


4: ine! How're you doing, baby?” Tony 
strolled over to his gielfriend as ahe collected 
#omne thingy from her locker, The school day was over, 
and ‘Tony had to hustle on over to Sharkey's, But he 
‘always hud some time for Jasmine. With her smooth, 
chocolate-colored skin, lustrous dark hai, and huge 
brown eyes, Jan 
had a terrific personality and was « lot of fun to hang 
‘out with, Tony fell lucky to have her fora gielfriond, 

“Pm doing all right, Tony,” Jasmine sai 
ing him x smooch. “OF course, if you and 1 spent a 
Tittle more time together, you'd know how I was with- 
out having to ask,” 

“Yeah,” ‘Tony said apologetically, “But I've got 
to work at Shurkey's, and practice with the Dres 

“1 know, Tony,” Jasin 


n 


ne was « real looker: But she also. 


Caliornia D 
suppose you don't have time to walk me home now, 
either?” 

“Mmm, I'd love to, Jasmine, ut Sharkey’s 
waiting on me,” Tony said “Soon though, okny? I'm 
fonna clear some time real #000 ‘and you and Tare 
gonna fl to the moon!” 

“{ Jove poetry,” Justine sai with a dreamy 
‘smite, “Too badd it’s poetry in motion.” 

Youn." Tony agrees! hoisting his books over 
fo got to go muke some 
money, Jasmine. But Fil gee you Jater” Giving her 
Tmnother quick kisi, Tony ran outside and beaded 
down the street. 
dha he walks to Sharkey's Tony wished he had 
‘ton of mony. He didn't mind working, but between 
adhoot; is job, an bane practices he didn't have 
Time for anything else! Today infact, be wie nisainng 
wm earaal, Usually the Dreams were able 0 Dre 
tioe around his soheshle, but this week they'd decid 
tad ta hod rehearsal witout him. And Tony had to 
keep working 6° he could take Jasmine out fora 
ner once ina while 
here. were lots of Kide whose parents BAY% 
thom all the money they needed: Yeu i seemed! 
Tike there was a lot of grean stuf floating around. Too 
hoa mone of t ver Lands or meson ruse 
ny was still dreaming, about finding » hun- 
dred-dollar bill in the street when he passed Igey"® 
Maxie Store, the place where he and ll the Drea 


12 


Dreaeners and Schemers 


got their supplies. Iggy had just fixed To 
4 ry ee ago, OF course, now it needed fixing 
in, That's how it was when you were pl 
drums that were left over from the Middle Ages. 
a teed was in the window now, putting in a new 
y. Iggy was an aging hippie. He hal « salt-and- 
enrer ponytuil and granny glasses, and wore tie- 
iyo shirts and peace sign necklaces. | 
: ec gay had been 
‘wearing these fashions so long that they'd come back 
In style, but Iggy didn't 
able oF n0t—all he ca 


He waved to Tony now before turning his 

tion back to what he was doing, Tony eae 
the window, seeing for the first time that 

dium set Iggy was putting together for display, 

‘And what a drum set! Pearl drums, gloamin 
gray and silver, with all the trimmings. A set like ike 
he everything but play itself, Tony thought 

ingly. Before he knew it, Tony had entered th 
ore and was climbing up into the wi = 
aren with Igy, 


“Hey, man!” i, 
oo Tasy grocted him, “Groovy drum 


dow display 


“Iggy,” ‘Tony said, “nobod * 
sai ly says ‘groovy’ any- 
More. Anal yeah, it's a groovy drum set, all Fight.” 
“You're drooling, bo” Nagy sa 
, ‘Yeah, I hear you," Tony said with a laugh, “I 
4 ways drool when I ee beautiful set of drums 
low this one, this one's got my name written on it.” 
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Pearl?” Iggy joked. 
» Tony said, putting a hand on 
are bodacious. Just t 


“Your nam 

“Serious! 

5 shoulder: “These skin is 

ba T've been dreaming about. Iggy, what would you 
say tow trade-in?” 

Forget i Tony.” sey 

“Even though you're my frie 

take money, not to do favors. 

worth two cents. And anyway, thi 


shaking his 
V'm in bo 
Your old drum set isn't 
in set i totally out of 


jour heague.”” - " 
vine sOut of my league?” Tony repeated in ibe 
fief “Gimme those sticks, mant I'M show you what 
"0 * Grabbing the drumsticks from Igey's 


(the drum set and whipped out 


Jeague In 
hand, Tony got bebi 


didn’t mean to disparage your talet 
ahout bread, These drains cost 0 


money 
“How much?” Tony asked. 


ve got some money 


saved up, Iggy. Teun pay.” 
“Six hundred,” Iegy told ti 
ck-hottom price, so don't try to bang 
nee ye hehchundred?” ‘Tony’ stammered © 
wd never hnd that much money in his entire life 
fou've got to be kidding me! - a2 
eS “You wish!” Iggy shot back. “Still want "am?" 
“Yeah, man,” Tony said, suddenly feeling mis- 


erable. 


“And that's the 
down 
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“You got six hundred 
“Iuh... 1M get 


” Tony said, trying to sound 


“Lean’t hold them for you,” Iggy suid apologe 
foally. “You understand? If somel 
find wants them, I've got to sell then 


It’s called « 
i myself, but a guy's gotta live.” 
T hear you," Tony mumbled, get- 
ting down from the window display, “Later, Iggy.” 

“Hey, how's Tiffani?” Iggy asked, 

“She's allright," Tony told 

“What w great chick," Iggy said with w sigh, 
"Give her my regards, okay? Tall her Iggy says 

“Sure,” Tony said. “PIL do that," 

He walked off toward Sharkey's, quickening 
his pace. He needed six hundred dollars, and he 
Hoeded it fast! But where was he going to got that 
Kind of money possibl 

Then ‘Tony remembered something Sly hued suid 
the day before, when he wus telling them about the 
6g at the South Coast Arts Festival, He'd vaid that if 
# person really sets his mind to something, nothing 
fan keep him from getting what he wants, 

Right then and there, Tony promised himself 
that those Peart drums would be his. And the only 
way Tony could think of 1 make more money was to 
work longer hours at Sharkey’ 

Sure, it would mean he'd have less time to 
practice with the Dreams for awhi 


1s 


m. 


. And tess time 


Cakifornie, Dien 


too, But in the end, it would be wort it- 


for Josmine, 
Fdrums that would make the 


He'd have a set o! 
Dreams sound ev 
‘And as for Jasmine, 
stand, Tony thought Jasmin 
is number one passic 
i up to he, somes 
was spelled Seh-arrsk-e-y"s 
‘And when he anced a the lock in the window of 
the bank, ‘Tony could see that he was already ten 
Tninutes tute! Full of hope and inspirations ‘Tony 
Hroke into a run He was going 10 work $0 hard that 
Sharkey would beg hin to anke on more hours! 


better than before! 
she'd just have to under 
dnt 


\e was top-nol 
Jasmine would 


anusie: was hi 
have to wait. He'd mak 


fi 


now, the answer 


‘The girl’s your sister. You must 
her!” Sly was trailing Su 
1 as they walked toward 


Suu, come on, dude. 
know something about 
Malone down the boulevard 
Sharkey's after school. 
#gho"s totally stuck ap 
times do 1 have to tell you that 
get about her” 
Sly shook his 
tno idea how incredibl 
vee life under the same root as Markie! 
Sly grabbed Stu by the lapels. “Stuy old pal, 
aud bundy, Did 1 or did T not shaw you the ropes a 
school today?” 
“Well 


* Stu said, “How many 
4 You should just for~ 


hood in dingust. This dweeb hud 
ly lucky he was to apend bis 


Stu didn't seem s0 sure. 
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“Am I or am { not the first and onl i 

ve made #0 far in Redondo Beach?” ag 
“Uhhh ...” Stu shrugged, confused. “You are? 
# we are? Friends?” i 
“Of course!” Sly say clapping him onthe 
. "Did Tor did I not point out and give you the 
of every single babe we passed in the halls 


1 give mo their phone numbers,” Stu 


AIl in good time, old buddy,” Sly sai 
old buddy," Sly said, put 
I pulding arm over Stu's shoulder, “Now, uae 
Wye talking ubout? Oh yes—your sister” . 
" Stu moaned as they entered 
passing under the soulpture of « huge 
‘shark taking « bite out of a surfboard that socal 
Aho doorway. “Here we go mpai 
*Come on, St—focus!” 
1 ! Sly commanded, “Wha 
Kind of guys docs she like? In all these years 5 
must have obwerved something!” pare 
“1 try to ignore her,” Stu said 
1 e her,” Stu said matter-of-fuctly. 
BO send ts an aha coat und re Tal’ 
‘About all there is 10 eae 
Sly groaned in frustration, b 
ion, but befor r 
II hey tise; Saray's sage vin booed 
th of the kitehen 
A “There you are!” Shurkey orie 
rushing up to his nephew. “Your fi i 
gee tense first day om the job, 


n 


California Drea 


nervously. “Oops.” 


“Oh,” Stu said gi 
spn where's Wicks?” Sharkey asked 
you in today!” 

y ‘Tony asked, com 


He's supposed to break 
“Somebody call my 

ant wearing a big smile. 

elled. “You were supposed 

today, remember? Where've 


ing into the restaural 
Wicks!” Sharkey 
reak my nephew, Stu, 


Ih cc cleld up!” Tony said trying not (0 
Hen he was supposed 10 
“Sorry, Sharkey— 
Ihe said. 


“1 got, 
Jet on that he'd totally forgot 
shurkey's nephew today. “So 
He turned to Stu, “Come on, 


nutel” Sly shouted, sill hold 
Jo of a converst= 


tion with this guy! 
ft ean wait,” Sharkey oi 


Stu and Sly, “He's on my 
ey's shoulder, Sly. gave Stu 
weather os if 


Dull betws Ki 
Looking over Shar 

a pleading look and clasped! his hands t 

in prayer 

os “fry flattery,” Stu called out 

off, “She loves it 


un Tony dragged! 


“s iden on for 
ee clattery. Sly worked, trying the iden 0 a 
size, I was a good place to start, he figured And 


irresistible good looks and charm, 
uit with him should be a breexe. 
is thoughts, 
yg looks on their 


besides, with hi 
setting Markie to 
iden, in walked th 


surrounded by three guys with ador 


id 


Dreamers and Schemens 


aces. They walked Murkie to her table and stood 
hovering over her. 
Markie sent each of them off to get her some 
thing: a glass of water, « 
‘As soon as they wes 
place, « bored express 
Sly didn't waste a second. Sliding into a seat 
eros the table from her, he leaned forward on his 
Hlhows, looked her right in the eyes, and said, “It 
Must be uwful bei 
have guys hanging all over you 
Markie looked right back at him, “You mean 
the way you're doing right now?" 
“Me?” Sly suid, his voi 
tly. 
Markie rolled her gorgeous green eyes. “What 
fi it with guys?” she asked, sighing. “Ye 
focused on looks! As if that meant 
“Oh!” Sly exclaimed, realixing his erron “T 
Know exactly what you mean!” He sat back up ¢ 
filly andl said, “I hope you don't think f'm like the 
fost of them. I would never hang all over you. I ha 
100 much respect for your intelligence.” 
‘What do you know about m; 


1 some: extra napkins. 
gone, she looked around the 


fon her face, 


mean, you always 


embarrass- 


“The name 

his hand. 
Markie took it gingerly, looking a little skopti 

al, Sly held her grasp for a brief extra moment, gj 
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ing her # knowing look that said, “L understand 
‘The three guys returned! with the bjects they'd 
een assigned to retrieve: Sly took the glnss, the nap- 
kins, and the menu from their stunned hands and said, 
“The lady's with mes Get lost, okay? anks 80 he” 
He gave them a Mi ‘a smile before turn- 
ing back to Markie, ignoring them completely. After 
1a brief hesitation, the three Buy took off, geumbling 
among themselves. 
vthore:” Sly sail “Tie gon tid of them 
you. 
-yfhar makes you think 1 wanted wo be Hd of 
them?” Markie asked with a wry grin. 
cg jut tll” Sty said “L think Wm pretty 
gown at ending people's inner thoughts.” 
“Ls that pi?" Markie: asked. “Okay, tell me 
vehat 'm thinking naw” She kept sing him. 
Sly squinted his eyes on thought hard. “You 
his any is iret ro the oer The 
ys like wo gat to know better” 
You flater yourself,” Markie said, the grin 
disappearing: 
really?” Sly asked, arching bis eyebrow 
was you F meant to Matter” 
“Don't bother I hate flattery,” Markie said flatly. 
Sly blinked rapidly. “You hae tery?” 
‘{ghchul. It's all Hever hear” 
“| heieve its” Sly sad. 
viFlaneren”” The wry gine was back: “Looks 
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fever you've got in mind, I'm not interested, 
to get bite to eal 11 


Sly didn’t know how to react. He felt st 
stung, 


have resisted 


If that’s how you feel, okay,” he said, getting 


“1 resy Ou 

a pea pant And I wasn't Manering 
ae gcous and intelligent. 1 was 
There, he thought defiantly, as he turned 


‘on Markie Malone and i 


ked toward the front 


Of the restaurant, Let her think about that for a 


On his way out, be ru i 
: she ran smack into Stu, who was 
an tray full of sodas, trying not fe rine 
‘a the floor, Behind him, Tony grimaced as he 
oe around and eanght one large-sized gluss th 
Already tipping over. page 
“Stu!” Sly said, blocking hit 
es ing hie way. “I thought 


Sly whispered angrily, “" i 
Miaieiog tatered” eset 


“I did?” Suu asked, trying to 
Be i sin ss spices 
one glass spilling to the floor: Tony sank 
ieee with ‘4 groan and began to mop = ie Me 
Wicks!” came Shurkey's bellow fro 


2 


Aitchen door “Why a 
‘As Sharkey came ov 
‘Tony, Sly took the tay 
nephew, placed it on # nea 
by his Sharkey's shi 
“why did you tel 
she: hates itt” 
‘Stu asked 


Sly ter go of him, givin 
sigh. He walked out of 

fread in dishotief: How could 
twin brother Hike Stu? That 


going, vo be no be 
Jputle plan on his 


coore up with 
Outside, 


with our gis 
Our gig? 
“Yeah. You knows 


Sly repeated, 


reminded hin. 
Oh yeoh—that gi! 

Jack to hiro. “Just Fine, 
Sly hustled off 

could ask him any more at 


gpiten about the 
BP mental note wo make some 


Fight after he figured out a wa 
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yer and bey 
from the bor 
shy tuble, and grabbed 


L supposed to know wha 


ly ran ino Jakes 
in “Hey, Slye” Jake greater! hh 


enft you taking eare of Stu?” 
1 10 Ii 

"5 hapless 

Stu 


41 me Markie liked Mat 


1, “Okay, so F was WTODE: 
A's inside: 
ig up with frastra 


f the restauratty 
4 girl like Markie have 


dweeb 


Jy a all, Sly realized H 


ia own. 


the ‘sure thi 


y sid 


Jake. Just fine. See 
down the strect before J 
jestions. He'd totally for 
jal. Sly made 


South Coast Arts Fest 
Is about it— 


phone 
y to eet 


i into 


shaking his 


was clearly | 
He'd have 10 


who was on his Way 
AHow'e it going 


irawing a total blak, 


ing’? Jake 


as ital 
you later!” 
juke 


Markie Malone. 


way, it's gon 
wiped the sweat f 
* from his brow and bent © 
oe Rvs ca aes SoS " 
just dropped onto the lap of a very su 
annoyed customer, a 
“Fi 
= = fa om now this!” the bald-headed 
wed. “'m going to have a word wil 
ier ang man,” AT a 
ut ever mind,” Ton: 

; 1d," Tony broke of 
ae ‘What was he going to do, blame oa i 
ae il i the ees fault, not hi 2 

e was only trailiny alist 
rer oy eal ig the new waiter to make 
“4 pies all when you came right down to ily Stu 

y's responsibility—except that nothing Tony 
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ould ever do was going to make a waiter out of 
Sharkey’s bumbling relative. 
‘do that, sir!” Tony begged. “I, uh, 
for the meal, all right? And you 
don't have to leave a tip, either’ 

+] should say not,” husfed the many wiping # 
few stray spots of mayonnaise off his lap, 

oT be right back with a fresh sandwich,” Tony 
promised him 

Lat me know when you're 
tho man said, "So can get out ofthe way.” 

‘Tony smiled his beat whateve! you-say-sir 
rnite and, grabhiing Sts arc, te hi back (6 the 
Kitchen, where he placed an order for another BIT. 

Fishing in his pockets for enough money 19 
cover the man's order, Tony anid, “Sty you've got to 
hold the teny with two hands, okay?” 

Bat may Hock: was iting; H fwd to aera it” 


ing this time,” 


Stu explained, 

Man, somtimes youve got ro wait to wemtch 
an fteh, understand?” 

“Okay, T guess,” Str mumbled, 
neck, 

‘Tony rolled his eyes and sighed. This Kid wns 
ier space. "Came on, I'll show you 


rohing his 


ofinitely from 
hhow a ral waiter does it 
Grabbing two armfals of fo! and drink, Tony 
twirled around, pushing open the Kitehen dons with 
‘and proceeded to make « whirlwin 
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of the restaurant, de 
int, depositing sodas here, fries 
+ shakes und! hurgers everywhere. ge 


foals lever and 
1r5, making certain Sharkey 
earshot, He wanted ee 


impression on his boss, 

a Here, let me take that for you,” Tony sa 
ng. 4 sandwich plate with a few seraps on it 
a surprised girl. : 
“Bui—" 
*No need to thank me,” Tony sai 

1." Tony said. “I'm here to 

you with w smile. she =F 


be sure to make a 


Tt wasn't the wa i 
we way he usually waited tubl 
Bayo a wel ioe a 
aarkey in the bravery 
es right frame of mind by wo 
“Now, let's see if that BLT 3 
ae rack ine he i spe saa! 
Boy, that was amazing, the way you di 
That so fast!” Stu said, impressed, “I ky eat 


‘ yer do 
that. How did you know that giel was finished with 


yy told him. “E ex Wicks 
hody eats those 


a “Wicks!” Sharkey's voice boomed ou 
oi pent You and Stu getting along okay? 
¥y straightened up quickly. “Yeah, Sharkey,” 
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tho replied embusiasticallys giving Sto ® Tittle 
the back. “ 


feot. Rights 
“Right!” Sto said, pausing in bis soratching 0 


ving just fine, Practice makes (> 


pick up the BET. 
“Stu, do 
order on your 0 
J want to say to your uncle 
sun hing” Stu said pinning Turing sik 
ack into another waiter on his 


hink. you're 


Ay, he almost ran si 
way out of the kitchens 
Tyke it easy there, 
Hels u little overce 
janation. 


Stu” Tony called outs 
wincing: ger,” he added 
to Sharkey by way of an exp 

Yeah,” Sharkey said, not really paying a 


. Sharkey I've been wanting to tlk 10 you,” 


‘Tony be 
cere eoincidonce, Wicks,” Sharkey replied: 
sfrecuuse I've been wanting to talk Yo yous wo.” 
You have?” Tony naked: 
“Yeah, But you go fen," Sharkey offer: 
sgh no that’s okay.” Tony responded politely. 
‘You go aha. 1M wait.” 
Okay,” Sharkey snid with » shrug. “Vis 1 
Tudy out there that 


jin. got a complaint from a Yous 
you tok her sandwich before she wes finished wi 
rub. Vdid?” Tony asked, stunned 


yeah! ‘That! Sharkey, it sure Looked like she was fin- 
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And 1 was just try 
ust trying to show Stu how you' 
{to work fast around here, and—" ol 
“It doesn't matter,” Sharkey said, waving hit 
; nt I, waving him 
Forget it." Cracking his knuckles, th aie 
ways did when he was about to say som in 
portant, Sharkey launched a, 
speech. 
pes i thut my nephew's gonna be warking 
mw little overstafe c 
Bp = ltl. on staffed. You ean see that, can't 


the real purpose of 


“Uh, yeah, 1 guess 
ie way 
“Lm gonna have to let son 
nd unfortunately, that som 


ny said, not liking 


“Me?! But—" 

n geltin’ quite a few complaints 
isomers today,” Sharkey udded, indy Re 
Beiist many hours, aiiy a 

“But—bui—" 
“Now, what was it 
1 it you wanted to tell me? 
ost ng his hands on his apron, 
ny’s jaw worked up und down, but F 
nd down, but nothing 
ee nally he sald, nothing, Sharkey. 
fig.at all...” Removing hie apron, T ‘i 
a Bony tuned 
“You understand, dt ic 
ind, don't you, Wicks! sinese 
Sakina, and facily is fail: yee 
“Sure, Sharkey. I understand.” 
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California Dreams 
“You ean keep the Shurkey's T-shirt,” his bow 
ed after him. “And hey—if anybody quits, ll 
call you." 
‘ure, Sharkey," Tony sail in a erushed val 
“Seve you urount - 

He walked out of the kitchen like a zombie and 
kept going until he was out inthe street. Behind him, 
he could hear the bald-headed man screaming at 
Siu, who had obviously dumped the new BLT right 
where the ald one had landed. 


“Hey, Tony!” Matt looked up from his guitar in sur 
‘Tony walked into the garage where the 


prise h ne 
ing, up their practice session. 


Dreams were fin Me 
thought you weren't coming tray! 

Yeah,” Say anid. "Didn't you have to work 
fiernoon?” a. 
“Yup, Tony said, fetting out a deep breath and 

walking slowly toward his ald drum set—the one 
he'd probably be playing for n long, long time. 
‘What happened, Tone?” Juke waked. “Did you 
early?” - 
1 got off early,” Tony replied, still feel- 
1 got off early and permanently. Sharkey 


“What?” all the Dreams oried at once 
“But how could he do that?” Tiffani asked, her 


sgrven eyes wide with concern. 
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“Basy,”* Tony told her “He's the boss. He 
body he wants.” 
“But why you, Tony?” Matt asked, “I though 
liked you. 
*He had 1 make room for his nephew 
ied. “Somebody had to go, and he said that 
F don't work very many hours 
Wit should he me. ‘The funny 
{Just about to ask him for extra hours, 
*Oh, Tony.” Tiffani said, coming aver and put- 
{4p arm around his shoulders, 
*Mo, too, 


nyway, he 


'm really sorry, 
ming around to 
Pa othe ‘Maybe Sharkey will change his 
Mi meun, he's got to realize you're the greatest 
lier to ever work for him, right? And besides, 
fit_you, that place will never be 
my which of 


Sam agreed, 


the same! 1 
ther waiters keaps the cus- 


Jaughing the way you do? And which of 1 


aiters—" 

“Sam,” Jake interrupted her, “Enough. 1 

LL isn’t going to make Tony feel any bet 

“You got that right,” Tony agreed, 
iyway, Sam. You guys ure great, But T really needed 
What fob! See, 1 saw th 
Tgay’s window, and 1 was going to try and sav 
Mooney to buy it. But IH never get it now.” 

“Don't be silly, 
Tigly. “OF course you'll get those drums.” 

“1 don't think 3 


totally fresh drum set in 


Cation Dusen 


ruefully. “Tggy aid he wasn’t going 10 hold them for 
rr T don't have much time to get the money ‘98 
se and how arn T going to do it when T don't even 


“phere are other jobs,” Matt said. 

eal? Like what?” Tony asked! 

Uhhh . «27 Matt searched his bral 
e of any off the top of my Heat, 
there are lots of things y 

Sure!” Tiffani agreed“ 
what Sly said the other day?” 

shat did 1 8432" asked SIyy poking his heat 
through the door. “Hi, everybody! Hi, ‘Tony. He 
what one you doing her 

‘He got Ficed,” Tiffani explained, “And what 
ev sil yas, “There's vating tha ean HP © person 
since he really. pts hi sind to something ‘Then 
She continued, "We're talking about Tony getting @ 
anew job. 

Sly Yooked dubious. “Yeah, 1 said that,” he 
acknowledged. “But I didn't mean just anyon’ 1 
meeant » guy tke me, Tay not wo sure About ‘Tony. 
Hey, dude, why bother Yo get another joh, anyway? 
Enjoy your le Play more drums.” 

‘Tony shook his head in 
it Sylvester: These drums here only have few 
Licks in them before they fall apa 2. [need 
veew st Arid Iggy’s ent the set F wants ny i's six 


hundred dollars.” 
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MYou'll siever wet it, T 
you're going to get your hunds on that 
wry is if you find it in the: street.” oy 
“That's what you think!” Tony shot back, sul 
‘4 fooling angry. *ll show you, Sylvester. And 
aM Sharkey, too, Um going to get a jo and 
that six hundred dollars before—before th 
th Coast Arts Festival gig! er 
“Would you like to bet o 
He to suppress a smirk. 
“Suro thing! 
Ps hand. 
Sly shook his 


Sly asked, 
‘Tony responded, firmly shaking 


J and fet out » pitying laugh. 


dlon't know what you're in for, 
work once, It reully bit 
You and! me are different, Sylvester” Tony 


he suid. “T 


I mean I 
when 
“Ha, ha, very fu 
you just wait and 
Garrisons’ yurage and down the wtreet, le 
leaving SI 
and Be rest of the Dreams staring after him. yn 
Je didn’t slow dows il he h : 
n until he had slammed the 
of his own bedroom behind him, In his hand, 
Bibel tho wan al fom that day’ lool paper, 
which his dad bad left on the living-room couch, : 
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Flopping down on the bed, Tony grabbed a vod 
pencil from the bedside table and began poring. 
through the columns of advertisements. 

‘There were lots af jobs open, but all of t 
seemed to require experience, which Tony d 
have. 

‘Then he spotted the “Temporary” 
Yeah, temporary . that was for him, The more ten 
porary, the better 

He found what he was looking for under the 
Heading “Word Processors.” 

"The ad read: “Some typing, start at $9 an hour, 
ho experiance necessary.” 

Hey, why not? Tony thought, He knew a lot of 
words, und whatever the pracess was, he could figure 
it out. Besides, he'd had! a typing course inj 
high! 


Hello, this is Sylvester Winkl 
e le, of 
inkl: Managemes like to speak with Mr. 


Ni 


alls ars hour was great pay—and as for 
"Ihe qualified! 
ie said under his brenth, 


Sly Iooked wt the clook on the cafeteria wall, He 
: @ for fifth period, but Me: Hoople woul 
Perfect.” be tthe discussion of Charles Dickens wit 
the ad in red, “I'll show you, Sly. And I'l show Sly covered the mouthpiece with his band, 
th i hand, 
Sharkey, too!’ © socrotary on the other en 


of the line 

wom, 
MeTiggutt isin a meeting, May I ask what 
n reference 1?" 

“IV's about the South Coast Arta Festival,” Si 

ned “1d like to tell him about really guteae 

band I represent. They're called Califor 


Californie D 
Taggart is very busy today. You'll hu 
to call again tomorrow, Me. uh « 
“Winkle. Sly Winkle,” Sly said into the re 
er “But I ean eall him back.” 
“Or L eould have him return your eall, Why 
don’t you give me your office number, and—" 
“Uh, no, that's okay, I'l call again,” Sly said, 
ily hanging up. He had just caught sight of 
coming into the cafeteria. Sly slicked 
tack his hair and started off in her direction. 
‘The South Coast Artx Festival could wait tll 


tomorrow. 


“Hoy, where's the Slyineister?” Samantha Woo ashes! 

tas California Dreams gathered in the Garrison family's 

garage for their Wednesday afternoon practice sexs 
“Did he say anything about not comin 


Tiffani usked Jake. 

“Nah,” Juke replied, “When we were at our 
Jockers he just said he: hued to do something, andl went 
off somewhere. Lhought he meant fora rine.” 

Yeah,” Mutt confirmed, “We waited for him 
for half an hour before we realized he wasn't 
back.” 

“should we start without him?” Sam asked, 

*] guess $0," Matt said. “Sly won't n 
foels weird, though, to be practicing without Tony. | 
mean, one practice was bad enough.” 
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“I sure hope his new job works out okay 
i said. “I still can't believe Sharkey fired him 
,, Tbny dida't seem too upset about it this morn- 
Matt said. “I guess it's because he got that new 
Processing job right away.” 
What o great confidence booster,” Samantha 


paid? 
oe hour,” Matt said, 
Jake Net out a low whistle. “I didn’ 
le. “I didn’t even know 
Aude could type, let ane do computer” 


ith a happy shrug. “Anyway, 1 ho 
Beaton efmoney alas” ‘ 
— “Yeah,” Samantha agreed, “The sooner he gets 
that new drum set, the wooner we get 
br practice!” 
“Oh well,” Matt said with w sigh, “ 
said with a sigh, “Let's give i 
Bit anyway. How about ‘Dont Faget o Wits? 
q i Dreams launched into the song, but it 
wen’t lon, fore a 
fine hefore they were exchanging woeful 
“I isn't the same without drums, i 
id when the song was o a coal 


back here 


I gure isn’t,” Sum agroed. “I just couldn't got 


into it 


“We could try a slow song,” Tiffani 
Birt tases Cone fines 


3s 


Cstifprnie: Dune 
“It's no use, Tiff,” Jake anid. “We're like « 


body without a noul.” 
“A ship without a sail,” Matt added. 


A sandwich without the bread," Sam chimed in. 
as they 


Would you guys quit it?” Tiffani said, 
all started Iaughing together: 

“What's no funny?” Sly asked, poking b 
through the door that led into the garage from the 
Gurrisons’ kitchen. He had his book bag slung over 
‘one shoulder and two of Mrs. Garrison's rnuffins i 
his other hand. 

“Yo, Twinkle,” Jake said with a wry grin. 
Awhore've you been, man? You said you had to 
do something, and that's the last we saw of you 
We were waitin’ there for half an hous!” 
ry, dude,” Sly replied, closing his eyes. “I 
4 had to answer it.” 


heard the call of ror 
“The call of 


after some babe and left 
tus hangin’ the redulously. 

*You could put it that way,” Sly aaid, shrug- 
ging, "But tmst me, this was important. There are no 
‘other babes like this babe.” 

“Who are we talking about here?” Juke asked. 

“Yeuh," Tiffani said, tucking a lock of hair 
behind an ear “What is this, the retum of Jenny?” 

For the longest time, Sly had been erazy about 
Mats tister Jenny—who never wanted any part of him, 

“ah, Jenny «. 2” Sly said, sighing mournfully. 
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the was ull right, but Markie is the girl of my 
jams, My Mona Lisa, my red-headed pi 


“He's gone out of his mind,” Juke aaid, waving 
off, “Get a docton"" 
“Sly?” Matt suid, running his hand up and 


wn in front of Sly's glaxed eyes. “Are you still 


“Funny—I thought you éaid Markie Malone 
to be a lover” Samantha reminded him. 
“That was before 1 saw her” Sly 


ve been obsessed 

th her, right, Wienple?” Jake asked, 

You could put it that way,” Sly aaid, turning to 
im dreamy. 

“Pathetic,” Jake suid, shaking his head in dis- 


i 


“Well, you've seen her,” Sly said. “What do you 
ink?" 
Jake thought for a moment. “A definite eleven 
‘a scale of one to ten,” he admitted. 
“She's a babe, okay?” Matt agreed. “But Sly, 
don't even know her, How can you be so crazy 
it her already?” 
y first imprest 
ot,” Sly said with oe 
“So you've been with her all this time, when 
were supposed to be here?” Samantha asked, 
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*L was walking her home,” Sly told her.“ was 
helping earry her books.” 

“And let me guess—she let you kiss her feet, 
right?” Jake asked disgustedly, “Wimple, take « cold 
shower, hub?” 

“Look, Lm here now,” Sly said. “So why dan't 

‘oi guys just play?” 
‘ ns ae Thay” ‘ilfani told him, “It's not the 
same without drums.” 

“Well, where does he get off, taking a job that 
smulkes him miss practice?” Sly asked indignantly, 

“Uh, Sly," Matt pointed out “you also missed 
some of i.” 

“That's different!” Sly insisted, “How can you 
compare spending time with w giel like Markie with 
work?” He said the last word as if he'd just eaten 
something that tasted nasty. “Besides, Tony's the 
drummer, Um only the manager! You ean play withs 
‘out me,” 

“We wan't perform without you, though” Jake 
interjected. “Speaking of which, Mr. Mai 
thow's it coming with the South Cost Arts Festival? 
Haye we got the gig yet?" 

“L told you last time,” Sly suid defensively. 
“Vm just working out the final details, It's in the 
bag.” 


“Haye you even contacted therm about un yet?" 
Sam asked, raising her eyebrows, 
Sly gave her a smug smile, “AS a matter of fact, 
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You'll be happy to know that 1am just w single phone 
fall away from nailing clown the gig.” 

“Well, are you gunn make this phone call any 
Hime soon? Or are you going tobe too busy chasing 
‘flor the latest love of your life?” Jake pressed him, 

“Come on, you guys!” Tiffani interrupted. “If 
fhe says he’s working on it, h's working on it 
ow, he's here to hear us play—so let's pl 

“Right.” Matt ugreed, “Sly, do we have your 
full attention, dude?” 

“OF course, my man,” Sly assured him, setting 
back tw listen us the band played “Please Come 
Home.” 

The lack of drums didu’t bother Sly. Not one 
‘Dit. In his mind, the musie carried him out of the 
Garrisons’ garage, through the ais, and into the urns 
of Markio Malone, ‘They wore at Lookout Point, neck. 
ig in hin dad's car, Markie was telling him that he 
‘Was the most attractive man she'd ever, ever met, 


‘Tony wiped the cold sweat fram his brow and tried tw 
Pty the starched collar of his shit away from his 
‘heck. His tie was practically choking him, even 
though he'd loosened it twice already, 

He hud never felt more totully unprepared for 
‘Anything in his entire life, On ‘Thesday morning, 
when he'd first inquired ubout the job over the 
Phono, they'd asked him how many words a ninute, 
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he could types Not knowing what to say, Tony had 
‘made w wild guess: “About « hundred.” 

‘That answer had produced a respectful silence 
on the other end of the Tine, ‘Then they asked if he 
knew WordPerfect, “Pretty perfect,” he'd responded, 

Evidently, they thought he was making an 
extremely funny joke. “Tell you what, Mi Wicks,” 
the agency's personnel director had said. “Usually 
we have, people in for 8 typing test but since you're 
the only person available late afternoon to early 
evening, I'd like to wend you over to the Aeme 
Insurance Group, They need someone to start tomer 

row, Can you be there?” 

Well, hore he wan. 

‘After showing him the bathroom and the soda 
machine, his immediate superior, Ms, Marks, ld fed 
him to his desk, given him a password to log om 10 
the computer, and left inn sitting there. 

‘The first thing Tony found out was that a pass~ 
wort is not much use unless you ean tum the com 
puter on. Nob wanting to ask, he kept eraning bis 
‘neck and strolling around the cubicles neurby, hop 
ing to catch someone else in the act of turning hin oF 
hier computer on oF off 

Finally he gave up. Sinking buck into his chai, 
he leaned his head on his keybourd—and 
ccadabral Hix monitor blinked on, asking him for his 

hassword, just ax Ms, Marks came marching back 
down the hall toward his cubicle. 
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“1 see we're getting along just fine,” she said 
with a simpering smile, Tony retuned the smile and 
{00k the forms from here 

“Now this is form 2R448," she said. “Accident 
elaim report, And this,” she suid, shuffling the 
papers he wus holding, “is form ARG65A, accidental 
death claims adjustment, What 1 need you to do is to 
foed the data into our spreadsheet and run off some 
form letters in reply: They're in the WordPerfect data 
bank under ‘First Reply, hatch 94.° Any questions?” 

‘That was when Tony first felt the bead of eold 
‘sweat breaking out all over his body. His white 
fand tie suddenly felt like w suit of armor that was 
‘about six sizes too tight. 

He spent the next hour shuffling papers, hit 
the odd stray bution on the coil neti be 
monitor to see what reaction he got, and getting up 10 
visit the bathroom, the Coke machine, the supply 
closet. He oven straightoned his desk—anything to 
fayoid doing what he hud no idew how to do! 

Now he sat watching tropical fish swim across 
his computer sereen, not knowing how or why they 
hhad appeared. Tt was sort of like a video game, he 
thought, panicking quietly. Except that there were no 
instructions and no joystick. 

“Well, Mr: Wicks, how are we getting along?" 
‘Tony leaped about six foot in the ai aibsesintle 
Ms. Marks's voice over his shoulder. He was surprised 
{kis head didn't hit the sound-baffing ceiling tiles. 
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“Whub ... fine!" he said, Mailing in his Getting up and starting down the hall, he sud- 
fora way out of this nightmare, “I was just . «ub denly realized something. “Do I still get paid for the 

“Here, let me huve a look,” Ms. Marks said, hour I worked?” he ventured tentatively. 
bending over his keyboard and hitting a button. “What?!” Ms. Marks gusped. 

‘The fish disappeared, and the screen showed “Never mind,” Tony said, putting wp a shield- 
the sume words it had been Mashing before they first ing hand, “Forget 


swam onto the scene. “Command unknown.” He retreated out of there, swearing to himself 
“don't understand,” Ms, Marks said. that he would never tke a job under false pretenses 
“Neither do 1," Tony agreed. ‘again. He had learned his lesson, all right. The hard 
“Where's the data you keyed in?” she asked, way. 
“Keyed in?” Tony repeated dumbly. “Data?” ‘The only trouble was, what was he going to do 
Mr, Wicks,” Ms. Marks said, har brow furrow now to make six hundred dollars? 


ing in concer. “Are you all right?” So much for word processing, Tony thought 10 
“No, Tony responded. “Km, ub «Pm ub.” himself: So much for office work, puriod! He wok off 
“Haven't you even started?” she asked, not his tie and unbuttoned the two top buttons of his 

{o believe the awful truth, shirt, put on his ultracool shades, and tuned his 


quite willi 


“Not quite,” Tony said, attempting « feeble fave to the refreshing ocean breeee. 
smile and failing even that, “Twas just going to—" What I need is to get out in the sunshine and 
“The temporary ageney assured me that your work with my hands, he told himself reassuringly. 
‘WordPerfect skills were up to pan” she said, sudden But where could he do that for nine dollars an hour? 
Ay gotting hy, Well, never mind, What had he been thinking, 
“they did?” ‘my asked, wining. anyway? He was not cut out to be the auit-and-tie 
“They certwinly did!" Ms. Marks said with « type of guy. He needed a job where he could be: him 
sing look, “And let me tell you, this is the Last wolf! 
time I'll ever use them for anything! You're fired, Mr Sly had beon right the first time, Tony realized, 
Wicks!” nodding slowly. He was determined to get that drum 
“Thank you,” Tony whispered, ax much to et, and nothing could stand in his way. Somet 
the merciful universe as to the furious Ms, Marks, was bound to turn up. He strode: off down the street, 
“Thank you, thank you, thank you.” : his confidence Moding back with every step he took. 
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And then—as if by magic—it happened. 

“You can't talk to me like thal!” a loud voice 
‘came from the other side of a high hedge. “I'm not 
some trained monkey—I'm a human being!” 

“Oh yeah?” a gruff voice answered. “A monkey 
could have done a better job on those hedges, What 
sun I paying you for, anyway?” 

“For patting up with you, that's what!” 

Peeking through the hedges, Tony saw that the 
voices belonged to a pair of lundseupers. One of 
them was middle-aged and stocky with gray hair and 
# sunburned face. ‘The other was younger and held a 
‘gu8-powered hedge trimmer in his hands. 

“Well, you don't have to put up with me any 
snore,” said the older man. “You're fired!” 

“Oh yeah?” said the younger man, throwing 
down the hedge trimmer. “You ean't fire me: I quit!" 
And without waiting for an answer, he stormed off, 
leaving his boss standing there, steam 

Er, excuse me," Tony said, pushing aside the 
hedge so the man could see him, “I couldn't help 
overhearing. Do you need someone to work for you?" 

“Hmph,” the gruff man grunted. “Come on 
around here where I ean see you.” 

‘Tony came around the side of the hedge. The 
aman looked him up and down. “You have any land= 
‘scaping experience?” 

‘Tony considered the question. He'd mowed his 
old man’s lawn hundreds of times, Their yard 
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hhave any hedges or bushes, but how difficult could it 
be to isha 4 gas-powered trimmer? 
ie, I've got lots of experience!” Tony said 
enthusiastically. “I ean work oly ate aftmiouns an 
woekends, though.” 
ee okay," the guy said, “As long as you're 
“Oh, I'm good,” Tony said, suddenly feeling 
vory sure of himself, 
AIL right, then,” the man said, still fi 
*Name's Vito And youre ee 
“Tony,” he said, offering th 
ee ing the man hin 
“Okay, Tony Wicks,” Vito said, taking his 
I, twking his hand 
‘and shaking it slowly. “Where do you live?” 
Tony gave him the address and Vito said, “PI 
ick you up Saturday moming at nine. ts ton dollary 
fan hour all right?” 

Fen dollars an hour! *Uh, you, 1 guess that's 
okay," Tony suid, trying not to beteuy his excitement, 
“Nine o'dlock Saturday, I'l be rendy.” 

He waved good-bye and got out of there us fast 
fas he could. When he tumed the comes, he let out a 
whoop of joy. 

Ten dollars an hour! Man, Sly was goi 

‘ y going to lose 
that bet in a hurry! “Pearl drums, here I conv!” 
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“Lknow, know,” Jake stopped him. 
“You just wait and see,” Sly said, patting Jake 
fn the back, “Hey, Markie! Wait up! he shout 


taking off aftr her. 

Jake shook his head in disbelief. “It Sly 
‘worked that hard on getting the Dreams noticed,” he 
sald under his breath, “we'd be bigger than the 
Beatles by now." 


Sly threw open the stairway door, but Markie had 
given him the slip. She must have seen him coming, 
“ Sly realized, She's running from me—but she can't 
Ihy don't you just give up, Twinkle?” trun from her awn feelings. She's already crazy about 
Jake asked as he watched Markie me. 1's just a matter of time. 


Malone's stock figure retreat down the hallway. He Sly looked down and there, at his feet, lay a 

worked the combination on his locker, shaking his copy of Feminine Mystique magazine. Markie: must 

hheutl at Sly's unbelievable persistence, have dropped it when she took off ranning! Sly 
“T never give up, Jake,” Sly countered, “I have thought. 

‘ho reason to give up. Markie Malone is madly in love Sly examined the coven “The magic of mus~ 

with me already, It's just that she hasn't eaught on to ara" he read, making w face, “Why men renpect 

the truth yet" women who say ‘no.’ Hmm...” Maybe that’s it. 
“Neither has anyone else,” Juke pointed! out. Bilaybe Markie ts jast playing Nard to got 

“From over here, it looks like the girl thinks you're “Ah, this looks promising,” he suid, his eye~ 

tan annoying pest.” brows rising. “What a girl really wants in a guy. 
Sly laughed. “Hal 1 know it looks like that, Hey—the pages are ripped out!” 

Don't you think | know that most people think I'm Markie must really have liked that article, Sly 

making a fool of myself? But Jake, when person reasoned. Well, it would be easy enough to find 

really sets his mind to something —" “another copy of Feminine’ Mystique, 
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Ao correct hex. “I mewn, the magazine.” 


Culifoneie D 


eH #Oh, 1 see,” the woman suid, fluttering her 
nif over her heart and looking him up and down. 


can Vhelp you, young man?” The worar’s hair wi 


bluish gray, her glasses were harnerimmeds and 
hideous fake pest 


Lthink we do, We have an extensive choice of 
cer, women's magazines, 


strung around her neck w 

Frecklace, She had to be around ninety, Sly decided “1's for a friend,” Sly explained. 

me ae gave him perplexed Yok, He sto at the {1m gure it’s none of my concern who you're 

wk af ements mngasinen, Ha alrendy had several ni fr young an,” dhe woman Hed, She walked 

Fr his hands and was trying to keep hen rom ling past him ard picked a copy of Feminine Mystique 
right in front of Sly’s nose, “Hore you are,” she 


tw the floor, 
Where in the work is Feminine Mystique? he 
veondared. It was driving him era. This store had 10 
Fave avery other women's mnguxine in the word! hands, He checked to see if the article was acti= 
‘Mla there aomething special you're looking “ally thero. Yes—thore it was, Pretty long, too, Buti 
for?” thee womun asker, real quickly, maybe he wouldn't have to buy the 
vhs not Sly aad, trying to shove some of the 
rungainen back into at racks, “Jus. Woking” 
"The woman gave im a dubious glance before 
aheeling around und going tack behind the ens 


i, handing it o hien and airing away again. 
Humbled, Sly looked down at the magazine in 


i rags « 
Hi, Sly!” 
Siy's heart nearly leaped right out af hi throat 
hon he heant Samantha's voice calling out to him. 
wand Tony had just come into the store and were 
ding his way! 

‘Thinking fast, Sly grabbed « copy of Young 
eenary und one of Macho Man, and sandwiched 
‘copy of Feminine Mystique between ther. 

Van, excuse me,” he called to hor: “Do you “Hoy, Sylvester {didn’t know you could even 

hppa to have, ub, Feminine Myatique?” "Tony quipped. “What's with Macho Man'? You 
1 beg your pardon?” the woman asked, arch- over a new leaf?” 

fry funny” Sly shot back, thrusting his chin 


ing her eyebrows. 
| Jon't mean you personaly!” Sly hastened iT happen to be extremely macho.” 
44 


ue 


ister. 

‘hy so what? Sly asked himwell, What did he 
cre what this woman thought of bien’ After all, it 
svaan’t like she was one of his friends. He'd probably 


over even see her aguin. 
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Sam asked, obviously had no idew what to make of his behavior. 
“Right,” Sam said. 
“Whatever you say, Sylvester,” Tony added, 
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“Are you a young mercenary, 1002” 
noticing the magazine that was flopping down at the 


bottom of Sly's little pile, 
‘just thought Pa expand my horizons,” Sly ad ‘wide-eyed. 
Nhhed. “Everything okay with you guys?” Sly asked, 


“Uhehuh,” Sam said skeptically, her dark eyes ‘changing the subject as the woman counted out his 


twinkling vith annsement. “And what else have you ighange. 
got hare?” “Tony's got « new job!” Sam said excitedly. 
‘Don't touch that!” The words flew out of Sly's “Ten bucks an hour!” 
mouth before he could bite his tongue. Sau raised an “I'm gonna win that bet, Sylvester” Tony 
eyebrow and so did Tony. warned him, 
‘Look at that righteous babe over there, “What's the job?” Sly asked, 
Sylvester,” Tony sud, pointing, When Sly’s reflexes “Lawn care specialist,” Tony said, sticking out 
‘caused him to comply, Tony quickly lifted Feminine ‘his chest importantly, 
Mystique from Sly's grasp. “Aha, what have we “What?” Sly asked, screwing up his features, 
here? Why, Sylvester Winkle!” What do you know about lawn care?” 
shut up, Tonys” Sly said, unsuecessfully trying “You can pay ten dollars an hour to find out,” 
to grub the magaine back. ‘Tony said, “Just like everybody else.” He gave Sam a 
“The magic of muscara?” Sam read, giving high five, 
‘Tony an amused look. “Sly. with your eyelashes, you “Good luck,” Sly suid as he took his ehange 
don't even need mascara.” ‘und waved good-bye, “You're gonna need it,” 
You know, you guys, 1 don’t appreciate this,” He should have stayed with word processing. 
Sly suid, yanking the magazine out of Tony's hans Sly thought to himself us he left the store, He gave 
‘and storining over to the cash register. Tony about wo days before he sorewed up and got 
“Ah, what the heck,” he muttered, putting fired. Manual labor was no more ‘Tony's thing than it 
aside the two men’s magaxines. “Just the one, Bs hincwn, 
plese,” he told the woman behind the counter But right now, Sly had more important things to 
SShe rang it up without saying a word. “It's for think sbout—and to read, 
friend,” Sly called back to Sam and Tony, who He sat down on one of the benches that lined the 
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boulevard and opened his copy of Feminine Mystique. Sly pursed his lips and nodded his head sugely, 
“Most of you girls have had it up to here with educational, he thought, This is definitely an 
guys who are only after one thing,” Sly read. “So pnt magazine. 


what is it you really want from him?” ‘Not that he hadn't tried the sophisticated, suave, 

Sly read on, eagerly drinking in the startling Diianties approach before, He'd almost put it over on 
new information. “Good looks and a good body do Garrison, too, before she'd eaught on and Tet 
matter, but what really wins a girl's heart is romance. him have it with both barrels, 


A guy who buys a girl imported chovolates and “Hey,” he tld himself, tucking the magazine 
shows up with a bouquet of flowers, a guy who knows his arm as he got up to head home, “I ean do 
‘when to whisper sweet nothings in her ear amantic, sophisticated, and suave, No problem!” 

Sweet nothings? Sly thought, confused. What's all, the secret to life was knowing how tw fake 


that suppored to mean? He tried to think of u few Ab And Sly Winkle could fake it with the best of 
sweet nothings, He said them aloud, trying them on 
for size. “How "bout planting @ big wet one right 
here? Enough about me; let's talk about you—what 


do you think of me?™ He decided that he was a veri- at a wonderful thing itis to have « plan of action, 

table master of sweet nothings, und read on, Gly reflected as he sat at his regular table at 
A guy who'll tke her to elegant, eandlelit Sharkey's that Thursday afternoon, waiting for 

Fronch restaurants and to foreign filins with subti- ‘the rest of the Dreams to show up. 

les, where the charueters talk about their souls and ‘The bund always hung out at the restaurant on 


their dreams insteud of chasing each other in cars huredays after school. Thursday was laundry day at 


andl ranking each other out, He Garrison house, and since the washer and dryer 
Give mea break, Sly thought, grouni ie in the garage, the bund couldn't practice, 
wonder girls are so hard to understand! All their But Sly had a very specific reason for being 
thoughts are in subtitles! ¢ today. And the reason now came stumbling 
“That's the guy most of you girls ure dreaming gh the swinging doar from the kitchen, his tray 
of—and why not? Why shouldn't the man of your ed with Sly's shake und fries, 


dreams be someone who makes all your dreams of “Stul My man!” Sly said, giving the hapless 
romance come true?” iter 4 slap on the shoulder. Stu reacted with a 
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quick jerk, Lipping the chocolate shake all over Sly’s “Are you kidding?” Stu squinted in surprise. 
aleove, “Tim the worst in the whole class!” 

“Oh, gosh, I'm so sorry!" Stu moaned, slam “Except for me,” Sly insisted, “That A was a 
ming the tray down on the table so hurd that fries ‘olal fluke, I swear, I need tutoring for tomorrow's 


‘went flying in all dirgetions, Stu serambled to yank _qutiz. So how about 1 come over to your house around 

his towel out from his belt, but the rag seemed to he e 

snagged there permanently. “Tonight?” Stu asked, 
“That's okay, pal,” Sly assured him. * does “I's all settled then,” Sly 

happen to be my best shirt, but... ow, could you get me a wet washeloth? This 
“Oh, sorry, sorry, I'm just 60 nervous with my “best shirt, after all...” 

unele around. All the pressure..." 
“W's okay, I waid!” Sly yelled, grabbing Stu by 

both shoulders and calming him dowa. “Hm not ly showed up at the Malone house right on time. 


“Come on in,” Stu told him, leading him to the living- 
's just that I'm starting to wonder if Pm real sofa. All Stu's math stuff was neutly laid out on 

ly cut out for this kind of work,” Stu moaned. “That's ‘the coffee table. “I'm ready for our tutoring sexaion.” 
the fourth spill today, and 1 just started my shift half “Great, that's great,” Sly uid abscrtmindedly, 
‘an hour ago. You're sure you're not mad?” . the mirror that 
“Of course not!” Sly insisted, “Not at all.” ocd by the front door to muke sure he still Looked 


“And you won't say anything to my uncle?” ‘his vory best. “Uh, where's Markie, by the way?” he 
“My lips are sealed,” Sly said, locking them ups 


with an imaginary key. “Of course, there is one thing .” Stu suid. “Why'd you have to bring 


you could do for me er up? 1 just ate dinner; 
“Really?” “Where ix she, Stu?” Sly pressed him, “ls she 
“No, never mind, you wouldn't be willing ome?” 
“Sure | would,” Stu aid eagerly. “Anything! “She's up in her bedroom,” Stu said. “Let's 
You've been 40 nice to me,” 
“Woeell,” Sly said, stretching out the moment. “L 
could use a little help with math. You're so good at it.” 


sy ss 


“Go ahead,” Stu said, 

Sly bounded up the stairs to the second Moor: 
“Hey!” Stu culled after him, “There's one down 
here!” 

“That's okay," Sly replied. “I'm already up 
here, Be back in « few minutes.” 

Markie's room ... Markie's room ... Lets see, 
which door would it he? Sly asked himself, He 
‘opened one at random, 

“Yaaahhht!t" he exclaimed as boxes from the 
‘storage closet fell on his head. He stuffed them back 
in as quietly as he could, hoping no one hd heant 
the commotion, 

Av the next door he decided to knock. A low 
Canine growl answered. “Nice doggy,” Sly said under 
his breath. “Nitivw doggy.” 

Ho tiptood down to the end of the hallway and 
Knocked on another door. This tine he soared. “Who 

(" that heavenly, feminine voice rang out, 

“Sly Winkle,” Sly called soflly. “Bon soir! Gan 
1 oome in for a minute?" 

‘There was no answer, but a second or two later, 
Markie flung open the door. She stared at him as if 
Ihe were from Mars, 

“Oh—I was just downstairs, studying math 

Stu,” Sly explained. “And, 1, uh, 1 brought you 
these.” He quickly whipped the box of chovolates 
out of his inside jacket pocket and handed it to hen 
Twenty dollars up in smoke, he thought to himsell 
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4 pang, but no regrets. 
“Chocolat 


Ubrought you this,” he added, pulling long: 
ruse from bebind his back, 
“Ahbh-chooltt” Markie wneexed, and then 
zed again and again, “Sorey—I'n allergic,” she 
ined, pushing the rove away from her, “Thanks 
" 
“ly uh, waw wondering.” Sly suid, ignoring the 
‘and striking white the iran was hot, “There's 
Breat Bulgarian film playing at the Plex—it's in 
black-and-white, with titles. W's called The Dark Pit 
Y the Soul, or womething like that. Want o go?” 
é “Sounds like w yawn,” Markio commented 
drily. 
“We could go to an elegant French restaurant 
Sly added quickly. 
“Too fattening,” Markie aid. “Sly, why don't 
Ou Just go study your math with Stu, This is all ory 
ive of you und everything, but I'm kind of bus 
{o wash my hair and do my nails. 
Sly was speechless, None af it had worked! So 


‘Tuch for Feminine Mystique, 


“Here's your magazine back,” he sai 
itto her. “1 found it om the sta 


(utifernie D 
head. “I never read dumb magazines like this, 
Hore,” she said, handling it buck to him. “Why don’t 
you keep it? Maybe you can pick up a few pointers.” 
With w mocking smile, she shut the door in his face. 

Sly stumbled back downstairs Tike « zombie: 
‘und headed straight forthe front door 

“Hey!” Stu called after him, “Where are you 
going? We haven't even started our math session!” 

“Lye got to do some studying on a very differ- 
cent subject,” Sly said as he opened the dont, 

He stepped onto the front porch and shut the 
door, leaving u very perplexed Stu Malone staring 
after him. 
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“ 


the reason I hired you just like thut,” Vito 
confided as he drove with Tony to their first 
Gssignment on Saturday morning, “is that | got 
“Tolta contracts, know what I'm sayin’? A lotus people: 


their lawns done, and they know Vito's the 
So T needed the help right away, And you say 
{got experience?” he asker. 
“Oh yeah,” Tony anid, pursing his lips and 
‘podiling slowly. “Sull, you might want fo start me on 
ething simplo—it’s been a while, I've been doing. 
or things lately.” 
“Yeah? Like what?” Vito asked, raising an eye= 
prow. 
“Oh, you know, computers,” Tony said casually, 
#And personnel management,”she added, thinking of 
Shurkey's, Managing eight tables of hungry patrons 
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‘qualified us personnel management, didn’t it? 

Vito looked distinctly impressed. “Yeah, per- 
sonnel management and computers. Hmm...” 

He pulled the truck over in front of a condo 
‘complex with two-story garden apartments, A sign in 
front read: DESERT BLOOM LUXURY CONDOS. NENT O1t 
Sate But they didn't look luxurious to Tony—just 
oinary. 

“This plhce is a breeze,” Vito told him as they 
unloaded « mower from the buck of the truck. 
“They're one of my oldest clients, Steady payers, 
and nothin’ to the job, You just mow the Lawn andl 
trim the hedges.” He slapped ‘Tony on the back reas- 
ssuringly. “Ill see you later, pal.” 
‘a minute,” Tony said, suddenly feel- 
ing his knees go weak. “Y-y-you mean, you're not 
staying?” 


awn and trim some hedges? And the thought of 
Be ten dollars an hour he'd be pocketing at the end 
day was oh so sweet, With renewed confi- 
‘Tony set to work, 
‘Halfan hour tater, he'd mowed the lawn to prer- 
jn and hadn't even broken a sweat. Thi 
5 to be w breeze! Looking aver his work, any 
adie: the job he'd done, ‘The lawn, whieh 
med scrully before, now looked like a poll 
fairway, 
Residents strolled hy occasionally, and some: of 
M Waved! good! morning to him. ‘Tony liked this 
he felt comfortable here. More importantly, 
kod this job. U'm suited to outdoor work, he told 
In fact, he might evan yo so far a 
nvelf a born landscaper: 
Surveying the hedges, Tony slowly 
le hoisted the gasspowered trimmer in his hands 
tried 10 200 the various possibilities, 
Soon the trimmer's motor wus humming, and 
By was doing his thing, “Tony Scissorhands, they 
Pe!” he exulted happily, letting out a raniacal 
‘a8 branches and leaves flew in all directions, 
wee. Il make this one an elephant .... yeah, 
big, long trunk!” 


driver's seat of the truck. “I gotta got over to 1 
other side of town, I gotta lota contracts.” He gave 
“Tony a wink. “Il pick you up iv am hous, my friend." 
‘Tony waved weakly as Vito drove off, then 
turned around to look at the job in front of him. 
“Conve on, what ure you worried about, Wicks?” h 
asked himself out loud, “Rts just a job!” 
Maybe it's @ goo thing that Vito won't be here, Be cisinaalusopanuaectires 
staring over my shoulder every minute, Tony thought BE Sone? No, that doven’ eebolign Fle 
tw himself, The job didn’t look so difficult, now that elie iasatter Sl: 


he really examined it. How hard could it be to. mow | seers ‘Siiyihourdia: ory of 
oreo 
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cr this kid? Jazzing up the hedges, he calls itt 
ft this bush—it's been murdered in cold 


lifernia D 
over the noine of the trimmer’s motor: He shat it off 


wheeling around to see what was the muller, 
“My hedges! My beautiful hedges!” An ol at” 


balding man stared at the remains of the hedges “Murderer!” screamed Ethel, pointing, a bony 
through thick glasses. He grabbed both sides of his Inger at ‘Tony, who was slowly being surrounded by 
ald head as if it were exploding. “Harry! Ethel! Got ‘enraged condo dvellers, “You'll pay for thist” 
‘out here!! Our hedges have been massacred!” : “Please, I... uh... Lonly work here!” Tony 
‘Tony was stunned, Surveying his handiwork, he fammered. “I didn't mean to—" 
thal to adit he might have overdone it yore In fly Before he could finish, Vito's truck pulled up, 
a few of the hedges had heen reduced to wooly Tony's bows got out to see what all the eommo- 
stumps, But you couldn't deny the ereativity A was about. 
‘ito hiv work. One hedge was shaped sort of Look what your man did wo our hedges!” the 
Porsche, if you looked at it from the right direction, Fmt man screamed, holding shredded branches in 


‘And another was unmistakably a pyramid. ing hands, “He massacred ther!” 
“Youll” the man raged, turning his murderous, “What—what did you do, Tony?” Vito asked, 
rungnitied ze on Tony. “You did this!” He began tupefied. ‘Thon suddenly his fuce grew tight and a 
vidvancing on Tony step by step, incl by inch as hin in his high forehead begun pulsing relentleosty. 
fellow condo dwellers, almost all of them elderly, ay stared at the vein funcinated, wondering if Vito 
merged from their apartments, tn their flannel going to have w stroke right then and there. 
Tightgowns snd bathrobes they stared in orror You imbecile! You moron! What are you trying 
the unspeakable abomination that had been visited do, make me lose my customers?” Vito grabbed 
‘upon their prized shrubbery. hedge trimmer from ‘Tony and tossed it to the 
‘Tony held the trimmer up in front of him for ni. Then, putting his chest right up against 
protection as he slowly backed away from the Ys and grabbing one ofTony’s ears, he screamed, 
vr vancing residents, “'m sory,” he aad ina useless ‘stupid idiot! Now P've gotta give these people 
item to molly their anger: “Ty why just thought fw hedges! These are my best, oldest customers, do 
they could tise a litle jaxzing up.” a realize thot?!” 
“Yoszing up!2” the first man yelled. “Sazzing Hf, hy Pec tuhy 5. Tony“struggled to get hix 
up? Harry, he calls this juxzing opt Ethel, did! you irfiee, but it was no use. It would have come off in 
(33 
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Vito's hand if he'd tried to eseape. “I don't have any 
money to—" 

“You're fired!!” Vito bellowed, shoving him to 
the ground and pointing down at him. “And if { evor 
see your incompetent face again, Pm gonna do to you 
what you did to these hedges!” 

2 Tony suid, grateful to boat a hasty 
Sorry, Vito, Sorry, Ethel, Hurry .. + Sorry, 


“Don’t fet me catch you around here agnin!™ 
the bald man with the thick glasses shouted after 
Ih, shaking his fist in the ait 

‘Tony raced dowa the street and around! the care 
nen rubbing his sore ear an he wert, He was totally, 
totally bummed out, He thought he'd done a really 
ravlical job on those hedges! And where was he going 

hor job that Aten dollars an hour? 


Well, Tony thought as he headed home, at least 
F know F can wait tables. It paid pretty well, if you 
Figured in the tip»—and there had wo be dazens of 
restaurants around, Surely, one of them could use an 
experienced waiter, 

Needing to erase the sting of what had just 


‘made up his mind then and there to look for a waiter 
job right away, 

‘Mier heading home to clean up and change 
clothes, he went dawn to the beachfront, where most 
‘of Redondo Beach's food places were located. 


64 


Dreamers and Schemers 


Starting at one end of the strip, Tony went into 
single place he passed, usking if they needed 
body. But incredibly, not one restaurant was look~ 
for help! Tony gazed longingly at the huge shark 
ie out of a surfboard that adorned the 
pirance 10 Sharkey's, but he passed his old hangout 
Sharkey knew his phone number: He could call 
Tony if he needed him. 
‘Tony shook his head sadly. How had things 
to this? How had his fortunes sunk so low’ 
“Hey, Tony!” a melodious female voice rang 
from behind! him, 
“Jasmine!” Tony admired her outfit, In her blue 
top and white shorty shorts, she looked terrific. 
ow're you doin’, baby?” he asked ws he took her 
is arms and gave her a squeeze, He leaned in 
nd gave her w kins. Now, this is living! Tony thought 
hie held her tightly in h 
“Where've you heen, Tiny?” Jasmine asked as 
they Finally broke apart, Her dark eyes stared longingly 
Into his. “It seems like you're never around anymore, 
d you haven't taken me out in two whole weeks! 
“T've been working,” Tony told her. “Trying to 
buy myself that yet of Pearl drums.” 
“Are they good?” Jasmine asked, 
“The best,” Tony assured her. “I would never 
© you just to got some everyday, ordinary set af 
. These are extremely fresh. ‘They don't play 


‘themselves, but pretty news" 
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“1 ean see how much you want them,” Jasmine 
‘said with a sigh." just wish you had « Hite time for 
‘me. Talking on the phone every fow days and waving 
to you in Spanish class just isn't the sume as going 
‘out, How long. re you going to have to keep this up?” 

“Well, it might be a while, Jasmine,” Tony 
suid, trying to break the mews as gently as he could. 
“tye got a long way to go yet tll I've got the cash.” 

“You mean, we're not going to go out this week 
or next week, either?” she asked, her lips curving 
down in pont. 

ft doesn't look too good for that right now,” 
‘Tony confessed. "See, I haven't exuctly been raking 
in the bucks since Sharkey fired me,” he aided, not 
wanting to go into all the gory details of hiv recent 
job experiences. 

Oh, Tony!” Jasmine aid, giving him a consol 
ing kiss on the cheek. “How much more money do 
you need to earn? I've got some cash in my pigsy 
Junk. Leonid Ioan it to you." 

“{ yeod ix hundred dollars,” Tony said with o 
sigh 


yyhut?)" Jusmine’s jaw dropped. “Tony, how 
are you going to make that kind of money? You and | 
tare never going to get to go out again!” 
“Yes, we will, Jasmine, Just give me a few more 
weeks. 1" make it up to yout I promisel” 
A faw more weeks!? Tony, do you really want 
ime to stay at home every Saturday night waiting for 
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21 mean, these ure the best years of my life!” 
1 know, Jusmine, but these are Pearl drums, see, 
nl besides—I kind of made a promise to myself Um 
g to prove something,” 
“Prove something?” 
staring off into the distance, 
earn the money for those drums, 
d now I've just got to do it.” 
led. “I think it's great that you're 
important to follow our 


“So you'll be there for me?” 
“Sure L will,” Jasmine told him, Mashing 


her gorgeous amile, She leaned forward to give him a 


Tingering kiss. 
‘Tony broke away at last, out of breath. “Whoa, 
mine, I gure do mins you." 


ed! aver Jasmnine’s shoulder to see Willy Branson, 
Football player at PCHS, waving at her 
“Jue, you gonna get over that lume excuse for 8 


guy and go out with me tonight?” Willy culled out. 


Jasmine frowned, “I told you, Willy,” she 
plied, putting w band on her hip. “I'm seeing Tony, 


and Tn not interested in anybody else right nov.” 


“Is he treating youll right?” Willy asked, giv- 
oO 


ing Tony a knowing look, “'Cause if he isn’t, you 
know yhere to find met” With that aned another honk 
‘on his horn, Willy sped off. 
“I'd like to show that guy who he's dealing 
“Tony said angrily, 

“Don't mind him¢ ¢ said with a sultry 
smile, “He's been trying to got me 10 go out with hin 
for months.” 

“But you're not gonna yo out with him, right?” 
‘Tony asked, looking for some reassurance, 

“No, {mv not.” Jasmine told hint. *But don't be 
{oo Hong about getting those drums, all right? Because 
staying hone or hanging out with my girlfriends on 
Saturday night isn't half ax much fun as going out 
with you.” 

‘Tony gave Jasmine a quick kiss good-bye and 
twak off toward home, hiv mind a blur of troubles, 
“Maybe 1 should 
“Maybe Sly's right—maybe I'm just a losor who 
éan't nuke it no matter how hard he tries— 

“Wait a minute!” he stopped himself, “What 
‘am 1 saying? Pim Tony Wicks, the King of Sticks, the 
rman with the mojo, the style, the moves. T ean get 
this money.” he said defiantly. “I don't know how, 
Dut something's gonna turn up any minute now.” 

He strode toward the corner, the bounce return- 
ing to hie step—and was almost bowled over by six 
huge dogs who were all straining at their leashes, 
heading for the big pul tree at the curb. 
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Avithe other end of the leashes was a small boy. 
he kid couldn't have been more than ten years old, 
d that would have been w stretch. 
“Hey, little man,” Tony said. “You oughta 
ch where those mutts pull you, Somebody"s liable 
Knocked over” 
*You mean you?" the fi 
sat him. The boy's face was covered with freekles, 
his baschall cap was pulled down low over his 
“You shoulda watched where you were go 
“Yeah, Right." Tony suid The kid was pretty 


quarters.” 
‘Tony looked at the little 9 
hud to be fifty dollars in that wad if there was 


(dime! “How long did it take you to earn that 


2" he asked. 
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just put up my posters all over and everybody calls 
vre-when they need w pet-sitter or a dog-walker a 
savin’ up for a Maserati, when T get old enough 10 


drive.” 

“at bet you get it too," Tony said sincerely. “I 

hope you do, Junior. You jut gave me «good ide.” 
“Lid?” 

Tony said, “You take good care of 


Petting the bigger dogs s0 they would Tet him 
pass without taking a bite out of his shorts Tony 
headed home, running, #0 fast that is sneakers bare 
ly touched the ground. 

1 pet care specialist! The pentoct part-time job 
for a resourceful guy like him! Why hadn't he 
thought of it before? 

True, he'd never been much of an animal yper= 

son—in fact, dogs made him nervous, and eats made 


hhim break out in hives. 
But for that kind of money, he'd try anything! 


Bony spent all of Sunday on a whirlwind publicity 
‘campaign. He designed a flyer, complete with 
ig» of happy dogs and cats, and the logo PET 
acct on top. He took it to the copy shop and 
hundred printed up. 
With the Myers in hand, ‘Tony called Just 
nd naked for her help. Together they put them up all 
ie town, and by the end of the aflernoon, anyone 
lived in Redondo Beach could not avoid know- 
about his new pet service—unless, of course, 
never stepped outside, 
‘The phone started ringing right around dinner 
me, nnd th ine Tony yt to bes he wan literal- 
Ay in business. 
He counted up all the jobs he'd landed: five 
to walk and two pet-sitting jobs. And all of them 
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wore going to pay him half his week’s wages in 
‘advance! By this time tomorrow, he'd have one hun- 
dred dollars in his pocket! 

Now this is the way to go, he congratulated 
himself, This was more than just a job: ‘This wae 
usiness. And he, Tony Wicks, was now officially an 
entrepreneur! 

“The only thing that puzzled him was that he 
hhudn’t thought of it sooner, The real maney was in 
Icing your own boss, Even better, hee wouldn't have 
1 kiss up to anybody anymore, And nobody could 
fire him, either! 

You want something, you yo for ity you get it,” 
‘Tony said to himself as he crawled into bod that 
night, AIL his suffering as a word processor and a 
Jandseaper had not been for nothing after all, Too 
‘bud his bet with Sly hado't been for money! 


Sly hid been thinking about it long and far, and tac 
finally decided what he'd been doing wrong with 
Markie. He'd been too subtle, Too indirect. Why, ahie 
probly didn't even know that fe was attracted to her! 

Yes, wornen liked the direct, strong, no-bones- 
aboutsit approuch. Forget flattery, forget feminine 
snystique—it was time to take control of the situation! 

Sly regarded his image in the mirror that 
hung on his bedroom closet door He narrowed his 
eyes, stuck out his chin, and winked at himself. 
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\wesome,” he said approvingly. “Winkle, you're 
resistible, She won't know what hit her.” 
‘That Monday morning in homeroom, Sly wasted 
‘time in comering Markie. “I've been waiting for 
"he said in a low but urgent tone, 
“Oh yeah?” Markie said, raising her eyehrows, 
what do you want?” 
“You.” Sly gave her a meaningful look, “Tm 
ing you out this Saturday night, Get ready for a 
je-carpet ride, Markie.” 
Markie made w face, *Get real!” she 
Dropping all subtlety and reserv 
gold, “Suturday night,” he suid. “U1 
ight.” 
Sly." Markie replied, just as direetly. “I would 
‘out with you if you were the fast man on earth, Now 
‘excuse me,” she aclded, brushing past him and 
ing for her seat, 
Sly stared at the space where Markie had just 
standing. How did she resist me? he wondered. 
it possible? Had even the direct approach left 
itl cold? Or maybe « 
‘Maybe, she's just playing hard to get! Sure, that 
tobeitl 
Sly turned his attention back to the teaches, 
fied that ho'd found the explanation for Mi 
ing behavior, He actually succeeded in putting 
ie out of his mind for the rest of the class. 
As the teacher made some announcements 
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about after-school activities, Sly got the feeling that 
fhe wus forgetting something. Something he wax sup 
posed to have done, and fuda’t, 
Now what was it? 


The members of California Dreams—minus Tony 
Wicks—aat at their regular table at Sharkey's that 
afternoon. 

“Hi, you guys!” Stu Malone greeted them with 
his gooly smile, 

“Hi, Stu!” Tiffani waved buck. “How's the 
eating game going?” 

“Huh?” Stu asked, 

“The waiting game,” Sumanthe said. *You 
know—being a waiter?” 

“Oh! Oh yeah, Well, okay, 1 guess, I'm not 
dropping things as much as I did before. But 1 wish 
‘Tony were still here. He was w great trainer And 
when he was here my uncle blamed ‘Tony for my mis- 
takes instead of blaming me.” 

“Poor Stu,” Tiffani said a» Sharkey's nephew 
stumbled off 10 wait on some other customers. “I 
kind of feel sorry for hitn.” 

Not me," Jake suid, leaning back and folding 

is chest. “He took ‘iy’ 

“It wasn't exuetly his fault,” Mutt pointed out, 
“He didn't know Sharkey was going to fire someone 
to make room for him.” 
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Jake shrugged. “I know, but it still wasn't fair 
ee 

“1 wonder how Tony's doing with 
bg job.” Samantha said thoughtfully, 
her soda. 


“So iy having « drummer who's never there for 
otice,” Jake lamented. “The dude better get his 
hundred fis, that’s all I ean aay 

“We're not going to sound too great when we 

‘atthe South Coast Arts Festival if we don't prac 
fogether”* Matt agreed, 

“Ansumning Sly got us the gig,” Juke said doubt- 

fully. “Which is assuming a to.” 

“Oh, come on, Jake,” ‘Tiffani scolded him with 

Jose of her blond hair, “If Sly said the gig was in 
bag, we should trust him.” 

“Yeah?” Jake shot hack. “Why? His track 

? Gimme a break,’ 

“Speaking of Sly,” Sam suid, “here he comes 


Sly burst into the restaurant and, spotting the 
eams, came right over to their table, “You guys 
have got to help me!" he said, still out of breath from 
inning. “It's urgent! 
“What is it, Sly?” Tiffani asked, her green eyes 
curiosity. 
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breath!” 


Sly took the sea 
Markie,” he said between gasps 
Pot ed yo gays total se pul it 

“AWhat can ae co?” asked. 

“plore: it iss” Sly ail 67 
the table, 1 tried flattering 
ted charming, her with my sophisticnl 
‘sido, but she didn't go for it 
Fer out directly, she pructioally Wold « 
dew!” 
s{yude,” Juke sounselels 
Siy's knoe, why dn you just ve it 
“psy int intrested i you” 
Don't say that!” Sly sail 
sgh just needs # Title ene 
‘And tha’ where you guys eae i” 


‘a feeling Hem aot gonna Tike this.” 

AY weed you guys to build me ap 
know, drop some compli 
Markie’s around. 
witty and fun and generous.” 

“You mean, you want 8 1 
asked pointedly. 
“Very funny,” Sly saids 


Loudly. Okay?” 
16 


‘Uheol:” Matt said, shaking his head, 


pulling over a chair 


preaaing bis hands 
ther, That didn’t work. + 
ped, romnanti 
‘And when 1 just asked! 
nie to drop 


putting a hand on 
y? The hick 


1 have 


le—you 


ments about me when 
Make her think Fm charming atl 


tie for you?” Samm 


unamused. “No, you 
don’t have to Tie, just exaggerate the truth a litle. 
Ine ceay, The digs Behave Like, well lke dogs 
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sembers of the Dreams exchanged 
vuphis cout be tough” Jake suid 
s esnat could 1 possibly aay that would have 
fing of believability?” 
“Don't worry,” Sly ass 


‘The fourm 


sured hin, 


for you. 
> Mat said with 


sett you wet?” 
course Tm sure!” Sly 


‘Am 1 sure this i 
Hd, “What kind of w question is that?” 
sramaan, are you sure Marke's really wort al 
Afford Mat asked, “Maybe she's not the il 


“Matthew. 
an concer, 
fon Markie Malone? Guys. 


justo iil weir, that’s all, A 
his hurd to get someone 10 Eo oul 


Hinge worked out prety well for Tony 08 Monday 
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He walked one, then walked another, and so on wil 
he was done, And he liked the feel of that first hun- 
dred dollars in his pocket, He was sure it was the 
start of something big. He even began counting up 
how many days it would take until he could get his 
Pearl drums, 

‘There was only one problem. Walking these 
logs twok way too long, They all wanted to stop at 
every tree, every fire hydrant, and every telephone 
pole. And if they saw another dog, well, they hud to 
stop and sniff each other forever while ‘Tony tapped 
his foot and stared at his watch. By the time Tony got 
home in the evening, it was way past dinner, and he 
thud to eat and do his homework ut the same time. 

So on Wednesday, Tony decided tw try some= 
thing different, A litle innovation, » little R and D, 
Hite vist of originality, a little Wicks fait, When 
‘Tony had first seen the spunky kid with the freckled 
face and the wad of dough, he'd been walking » 
‘whole lot of dogs at once. Only now did it occur to 
“Tony that those dogs might not all be from the sume 
household. He could do all his duties in one long, 
circular walk from house to house, cutting his work- 
ing hours toa fraction 

He cursed himself for not thinking of it before. 
But, rubbing the blisters he'd gotten on his hands 
cover the first two days, he told himself that it wus a 
cease of better late than never and walked off to pick 
up bis first charge. 
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"Howdy, Maurice,” he said to the Saint Bernard 
He lel it out into the street and toward house num 
“We're gonna take a fittle tour today, and 
re Korn moet some buddies. Be nice now. 
rice gave him a calm, dloteful look. “Atta boyy 
finy said, smiling. “You've got the idea.” 
Next he picked up Tango, an Afghan who 
‘on sniffing every blude of grass he passed. 
ghnessy, a drooling Irish setter, was the third 
to be picked up. Afier Shaughnessy, there was 
w huge black Labrador retriever who nearly 
ged ‘Tony over in his enthusiasm for a walk, And 
ully, Tony picked up Aleksei, w humongous brute 
Russian wolfhound who growled ut the other 
whenever they got too friendly with him, 
‘Tony paraded down the street, working hard to 
p hin dogs together: They all seemed to want (0 
Ull in different directions at the same time. And 
Iwoen them, they had to weigh at least w ton! 
Thinking back, Tony seemed to recall that the dogs 
the kid was walking were « lot more cooperative. 
Well, at least Tony's dogs weren't pulling on 
Jeashes all in the same direotion! ‘The various 
ills and tugs seemed to cuncel each other out—sort 
il, hie hands wched. 1 have to wear some work 
es (omorrou, he thought, moving the leashes to 
other hund. Ifmy hands survive until then, 
But Tony's troubles had not even begun, At that 
cise moment, he heard a loud meow come fron his 
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biped 
lofi, followed by hissing sounds. Tony's leashes ull 
‘went taut at once as canine instinet leaped to the fore, 

“Now, Maurice,” Tony wamed asthe Saint Bema 
Dayed loudly, “Alexei?” The Russian wolthound Jot out 
‘an ominous growl. Tango sniffed eagerty, Shaughnessy 
drooled, and Clyde, excited beyond measure, stood 
‘up.on his two hind legs, 

Guys, take it easy, okay?” Tony pleaded, “I's 
only a eat, you know?” 

‘The dogs didn't seem to be listening. With « 
furious chorus of barks, the five canines were off at w 
hound—with Tony racing at breakneck speed just 
stay on his feet and hold on to their leashes. 

Stop!" Tony shouted as he ran with the pach, 
“Whoa! Halt! Good doggies —nice doggies!! Whou- 
‘whoooa!!” 

‘Tony's feet loot contact with the ground as the 
coat, then the dogs, veered sharply to the lefl, never 
breaking stride, Tony landed hard on the ground, but 
he refused to let go of those leashes. 

‘Asn result, he was dragged acrovs a grassy 
luwn, his body digging a shallow trench as he went, 
He barely avoided some plaster statuary, « bunch of 
mailboxes, and a sign offering luxury condos, 

But his sigh of relief was cut short whan he saw 
the eat duck into « row of hedges up ahead. The dogs 
leaped over the hedges, which were cut extremely 
short. But Tony had nowhere to go. He orashed into 
the hedges, then was pulled right through them! 
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He didn't even feel the leashes eseape hi 
p. He only knew that when he got to his feet, the 
bgs were gone. They seemed to have seattered in all 


He was sore, so sore, ... Tony felt himself all 
to make sure none of his bones were broken, 
hing off the dirt that caked his 


His brilliant iden had already gone sour It was 
to take him forever to round up all the big 
Mitts and get them home, Sighing, Tony ened 
ward the street, Then he heard # sound that posi- 
tively chilled his blood. 
“My lawn—ty beautiful lawa! Ethel! Hurry! 
Jout here and took at tl 
‘Tony looked up to see that familiar bald-headed 
An coming toward him, with murder in his goggled 
“You!” the old man shrieked. “You again! It 
grit enough you massucred our hedges? You had 
tack hore and finish the job?!” 
‘Tony could not believe it. Ineredibly, impossi- 
‘out of all the places in Redondo Beach, those 
(pid dogs had dragged him right through Desert 
Luxury Condos! 
Bthol, Harry, and a half den or 40 other resi= 
of the condo complex now surrounded Tony, their 
ns Mailing, their voices raised in shock and anger: 
“Sorry—I'm s-s-sorry—" ‘Tony stammered, 
ching desperately for'a way out of there, 
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“There are wild dogs running around all over 
the place!" Ethel told her neighbors, 

“He brought them!” Harry shouted, pointing an 
accusing finger at Tony. “Somebody call the poli 

Several of the residents headed back in 
presumably to call the cops—and that provided ‘Tony 
with the opening he needed. “I've got to go round uy) 
iy dogs!” he shouted, pointing over the shoulders of 
the angry residents. 

Before any of them could react, Tony burst 
through the circle of people surrounding him, getting 
out of there as fast as he could, 

11 took hits two hours to find all five of his dogs 
fand get them home to their owners, Luckily, most 
were thrilled that he'd given their pets such a ni 
Jong walk, 

But Tony was far from thrilled, He swore 
and there that he would never walk another dog 
again. “Animals were never my kind of thing any- 
way.” he told himself, “They don't listen when you 
tell them what to do, No, Wicks you've been in the 
wrong line of work. You're a peopla parson, not » pet 
pporwon, Yeah, that’s it!” 

Suddenly, in a flash, he saw its the job that was 
made just for him. The one job he hadn't tried yet. 

*Buby-sitting!” 
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ey, Sly! Wait up!” 
Sly looked over his shoulder as he 

iIked down thé hallway toward the gym. Stu 

lilone was trotting toward him, looking as awkward 

sual 

“Not now, big guy.” Sly said, waving him off 


fs house wgain and study math, 
“forgot to tell you something!” Stu panted, out 
path as he reached Sly. "I 


fulck one-cighty and putting a friendly arm around 
houlder, “I always have time for my pals! 
‘what was it you wanted to tell me about your 

om 
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“Well, remember, you asked me what kind of 
sys she liked?” Stu asked. 

“[ soem to remember something like that.” Sly 
said casually, “And » 

“Well, ['ve been thinking about it, and 1 real- 
ined that she likes guys who are really muwcle-y.” 

“Really what?” 

“You know, with big muscles, She had thi 
boyfriend —ick, it was gross—and sho used to for! 
his museles, like this.” Stu made a big show out of 
ogling his own puny biceps. “I just thought you 
might like to know," he finished with a shrug. 

Siu, my man,” Sly said, unable to suppress 
Iriumphunt smile, “you are « prinee among men. Yer, 
thank you, I think you've just given me the key to 
unlock the golden door” 

Well, good luck,” Stu said. “But E warn you 
Markie's « real jerk. She's not at all like you and 
me. 

“L realize that," Sly asgured him, “No, abe's 
rot at all like me—and she's certainly nothing 
you. In fact, it's hurd to believe you two are twins.” 

“Thanks,” St said, nodding. “We're fraternal.” 

“Huh?” 

“Nonidentical," he explained, “thank goodness.” 

“Lhear you, brother.” Sly agreed. "I hear you." 

When Stu had gone, Sty's mind began to whir at 
top speed So, Markie likes musclemen? I ean do that! 

Making « muscle, Sly generously judged the 
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ent condition of his biveps to be well above aver 
But of course he had no intention of letting it go 


Hihat. If Markie wanted muscles, she was going to 


therm —in a big way! 

Hey, Mookie!” Sly called out, catching n glimpse 
he buck of Mookie Arhuckle’s musclehound 
d. “Can 1 talk to you for-a minute?” Mookie was 

fie guy, but there wasn't much rattling around 
his ears, 

“Sure, Sly." Mookie said, grinning at him stue 

“What's up?” 

“L was just wondering,” Sly said. “You've got 

fa great physique. «..” 

Great what?” Mookie asked, 

Great muscles,” Sly explained patiently. 

“Oh yeah. Thanks,” Mookie suid, striking » 


“So, tell me, Mookie. Where do you work out?” 
“Me? Um, over on Casey Street.” 

“Where on Casey Street?” 

“Huh? Oh, at the Horizontal Club,” Mookie 


id him. 


“And you like it?” 

“Oh yeah,” Mookie said, nodding happily. 
got lots of weights there.” 

*Uhehuh,” Sly said, “And how much does it 

if you don't mind my asking?” 

“Uh, Idon’t know,” Mookie told hin. “I just 


e them some money every once in a while, I never 
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really figured it out. Hy, you want a guest pass? | 
got one right in my wallet here.” 

“Wow! Most excellent, dude!” Sly exclaimed, 
slapping, Mookie on the back s0 hard that anyone 
‘else would have been knocked aver: Mookie, though, 
didn’t even notice. He handed Sly the guest pss, 
and said “Here, Just give them this, and tell them 


Sly said, pocketing the 
pass, See you at the club, hub?” 
“Club?” Mookie asked dumbly, “What club?” 
Jb brother,” Sly murmured under his breath, 
“Never mind. See you Inter, Mookie.” 


‘An soon as schoo! Het out that day, Sly heatled over Wo 
Casey Street. If he planned to impress Markie 
Malone, he was going to have to bulk up ina hurry— 
before some rockhend walked onto the seene aml 
swept her away in his overdeveloped arms. 

‘The guy behind tho desk at the Horizontal 
Club had arms that were thicker than Sly’s legs. “'m 
Rex,” he said. “What ean I do for you?” 

When Sly presented the guest pass, Rex 
reached out to shake his hand. “Fallow me, and 1 
show you around the place.” 

He led Sly first to the locker room, where Sly 
changed into sweats, and then upstairs to the ultra 
modern gym. 
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“This is our running track, and here we have 
hikes,” Rex started explaining, but Sly eut 


[7m interested in the weights,” he told the 
“Just weights. T want to bulk up, and I want to 
ina hurry.” 
“Well, okay,” Rex suid, raising an eyebrow. 
ut it's best to lake these things slowly. You're 
ible to injure: yourself trying to build muscle too 


“Sure, sure,” Sly brushed him off, “f under- 


fund all that, Just show me the weights, okay? [ean 


it from there.” 
“Whatever you say.” Rex said, shrugging. 


You're the boss. When you're done, though, you 


‘want to have a soak in the whirlpool to keep 
gr muycles from tightening up.” 
“The weights, Flex,” Sly prompted hin. 

“Here we arey” Rex replied, leading Sly around 

er to.» hidden part of the lange gym. 
All around Sly were hulking rockhoads and 
ind girls, lifting weights that were bigger 

an he was, Grunts filled the air, and the amell of 

sh was overwhelming, 

“JH just leave you here, then,” Rex said, 
hen you're done, come see me, and I'l tell you 


shout our special six-month trial membership.” 


“What's so spocial ubout it2” Sly asked. 
1's half the hormnal price, plus if you 
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change your mind within thirty days, we'll 
your money, no questions asked.” 

“Really?” Sly asked, not quite willing to 
believe his good fortune. “UM take i!” 

“Wow! Just like that?” Rex asked. 

“Just like that,” Sly said. 

“L haven't even told you how much it costs,” 
Rex pointed out. 

“iu doesn't matter,” Sly told him, “My dad will 
over the east.” 

“Groat, PIL go draw up the forms,” Rex suit 
with » big smile, “Have a nice workout.” 

Sly waved after him, then tuned! to face the 
weights. This had turned out better than he could 
have dreamed! In thirty days, he'd have muscles 
as hig as Schwarzenegger's, and when he dem 
ed his money back, no one would want 10 meoe 
with him! His dad would never mins the money 
hefore it was returned to his drawer, and Markie 
would drop dead when she saw the news hunky Sly 
Winklet 

“Now, lat me at those weights!” he said alow, 
rubbing his hands together “A week from now, my 
frionds won't even recognize mel” 

[Next to him, a guy with a ponytail and muscles 
like boulders was lifting « gigantic set of weights. 
His face was red and his checks bulged with the 
‘effort. Then he threw the weights dawn on the Moor 
in front of him with a oud grunt. 
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stepping buck Neet-footedly. 
ou just missed me there, pall” 
“Yeuh?” The guy could not have been less 
ested, 
“Say, uh, what do you call those weights you 
Tified?” Sly asked him, trying to get # pointer or 
~ “Adumbbell,” the guy sai 
“Well, hey, same to you,” Sly said huffily, 
ching for the weights himself 
‘The guy stopped him, “You're not gonna Hi 
ol” he suid, 
“Oh no? Watch me,” Sly retorted, bending 
fund grabbing the bur. With « deep breath, he 
ined to lift them, 
‘They didn't budge. 
Sly grunted and groaned until he thought 
d would explode, but the weights did not move a 
nillimeter. Putting everything he had into the lift 
Sly stood up with o loud shout, but his hands were 
sinpty, The dumbbell was stil on the floor. 
“Say, these are kind of heavy, huh?” Sly said, 


Painting nonchalantly at the weights. “Do they have 


ng, uh, lighter around here?” 
‘The guy with the muscles and ponytail didn't 
nawer, Instead, he walked away, returning a few 
wis later with » pair of disks that were much 
hinner and smaller than the ones Sly had tried to 
Silently, the guy removed the heavier weights 


a4 


Californie: Deane 
from the bar and replaced them with this new set. 

“Try those,” he grunted, stepping back and 
folding his hands across his chest. “They're wimp 
sized.” 

Sly debated whether to try a comeback to the 
rockhead’s snide remark and thought better of it. He 
never piaked on anyone remotely near his own 
sive—and this guy was ubout ice his size, 

Instead, Sly bent down to lift the lighter 

te. Th his great surprise, even these were 
almost unmoveable, With « superhuman effort, he 
rmamged to get them as far as his shoulders. Then te 
nearly Fell to the floor trying to put them down, 

“I don't think you're ready for free weights 
rel,” the ponytailed guy suid. “Try some of the wut 
inated machines, They adjust to your, uh, strengt 
He chooklod quietly. 

In spite of the humiliation, Sly decided to try 
‘out the automated machines. Sure enough, he was 
fable to work them. But afler about ten minutes his 
arms and lege hurt so badly they felt like they were 
falling off. 

Te will all be worth it in the end, he told him- 
self, “Just keep saying it over and over: Markie likes 
muscles. .. . Markie likes muscles. 


‘Tony had wasted no time getting his latest venture off 
the ground, Thursday after school, and again on 
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iday, he scoured the streets of Redondo Beach, 
fing up brand-new flyers. 
Well, not new, exactly. Before taking this new 
ch to the copy shop, he'd just covered over the 
fimuls and the “dog-walking” part, and turned 
ting” into “baby-sitting.” Instead of *Pet 
Purr-fect,” his business was now referred to as “Kid 
Perfect.” Not exactly brilliant, Tony realized. But for 
five dollars an hour, he figured he didn’t have to be 
Triliae—just available, 
__ It-was now six o'olock on Friday, and he'd just 
ten home. He ran upstairs to count his, money 
pee more before dinner. Yup. A hundred dollar— 
athe figure hadn't charyged for two days, Still, it wasn't 
Fut, considering all the stuff that hud gone down so 


‘True, he'd already run through almost every job 

he could possibly get. But never mind that. It should 

‘bo a matter of time before his baby-sitting flyers 

@ noticed. And although five dollars an hour 

Vt exuctly great money, it was what buby-sitters 
these days, and it would have to do. 

dent he could 

uundle the job, Tony knew he was good with kids 

loved playing 


Whenever they came to visit. They never gave him 


iy problems, and—unlike dogs—they understood 
lish and did whatever you told them to do. 
Just as Tony was about to go downstairs for dine 
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nor, the phone rang. He dove onto his bed and 
picked up the receiver. “Hello, Kid-Parfectt” he 
said, just in ease it was a job call. 

‘And sure enough it was! “Hi,” a woman’ hr 
ried votee sid "I just lost my regular babysitter, 
T need one right nway, for tonight! Do you think you 
could possibly get somebody down here by seven 
ovetock?” 

“Uh, let me check my book,” Tony said, play 
ing it cool. This woman sounded franticy and he 
wanted to play the moment forall it was worth, 

“Pl pay extra!” the wornan pleaded. “Please, 
Tye got to have somebody.” 

“As a matter of fact, ma'am,” Tony told her 
“my very best sitter happens to be free, His name is 
‘Tony Wicks, Shall f send him over?” 

HO) thunk you so much!" the wor 
sounding relieved, “It's Harrelaon, 149 
Way.” 

“Vory goad, ma’am. 11 pass that along.” 

Uh, listen just tell hime that my Kids aro very 
rice, but thoy'ee «wells they're Kind of «chal 
lenge: 


“No problem, malam,” Tony assured hes “Tony 
‘Wicks hs a way with children.” 

“Pq 40 glad to hear that," Mra, Harrelson said 
Because I just can't hold on to a sitter lately. My 
son and daughter are very bright and ereative—" 
“Bright and creative?” Tony echoed. 
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“Well, yes—I guess you could even call them 
cult.” 
“Difficult?” 
“Oh, look, I'll pay seven-fifiy,” Mrs. Harrelson 
Blended. “Just send him!” 
*Seven-fily it fel” Tony suid, giving his pillow 
gh five. “I'l—1 mean, he'll—be right over! 
‘Tony raved downstairs, wolfed down his food, 
nd got on his bike to head over to Willow Way. He 
ld hardly believe his good fortune. He hadn't 
wked for extra money, and the woman had 
ractically insisted that he tke saven-fifty an hourt 
Wall, he wasn't going to object to the extra 
No way! 
‘As he rode dawn the street, he did wonder why 
Harrelson had been 90 enger to up his rate, But 
ay guessed that it was just because it was such a 
minute thing. 
Sure, she'd said the kids were difficult. But for 
{few hours, Tony figured he could handle them. 
dle were easier than dogs, afterall, Weren't they? 


ony sized up the house, trying to get a feel for 
wi in for Nice place, quiet street, good 


sibes, This is going to be a piece of cake, he told hiv- 
self us he secured his bike to a etreet sign and rang 
the doorbell. 

Tt was answered by a tall, nice-looking woman 
in her thirties, who immediately invited him inside, 

“Vim Jody Harrelson,” she said, giving him 
big smite, She sounded a fttle breathless but seennex! 
really happy to see him. “You must be Tony.” 

“Thats right, ma'am,” 

“Well, your boss sure had some nice things 
‘say ubout you over the phone,” she said warmly. 

“We get along pretty well,” Tony told her smugly. 

“Dm 60, so glad you could make it, Tony, bee 
have to meet Me Harrelson in L.A, and 1 wns afraic 
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ck to tell me she's quitting!” 
“That's incredible,” Tony remarked symputheti- 
lity!” 
#1 like the way you think,” Mrs, Harrelson 
getting her jacket out of the closet. “Thi 
o work out just great, Fean tell, And li 
‘the money ..." 
Uh-oh. Was she going to try to renegotiate now 
‘he'd already shown up? 
realize i's a lot, but if things go well tonight, 
willing 1 pay you that much on a regular basis, 
J80 hard to got somebody who's really compatible 


Mrs. Harreloon rolled her eyes. “Probably 
nking up some mischief or othe,” ahe guessed. 
eI told your bows, they're very creative, But let's 
ind them. I want to make sure you're properly 


‘She led him through the living roum, picking 

sorted toys as she wertt—one of which was the 
léocassette cover for the movie Home Alone, 

“I's their favorite movie,” Mes. Harrelson sail 

a sigh. “They must have seen it a hundred 
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times, But if you don't mind, I'd rather they don’t 
watch TV tonight. They see too much as itis.” 

“Don't worry, Um sure we ean think up lots of 
‘other things to do,” Tony assured her. “You said they 
‘were very creative.” 

“True,” Mrs. Harrelson agreed after thinking 
about it. “OF course, if things really get out of 
und, do whatever you think is best. Oh, and I can 
he reached at the number I left by the kitchen 
phone.” 

No problem. I'm sure everything will be just 
fine. ve never, ever hud any problems on a baby- 

ing job,” Well, that was true, at least. He'd never 
frotually had a baby-sitting job, so how could he have 
had problem? 

‘The clumping of litle sneakered feet soundest 
on the stairs, “Here they come now,” Mrs. Harrelson 
said, turning to groot har children, 

Tony tured, too, involuntarily bracing himself 
to be ready for anything, But to his surprise anc 
dllight, the boy and girl who now appeared seernes! 
refreshingly normal, 

“This in Mike—he's nine, and this is Melissa — 
she'll be eight in December. Children thin is Tony. 

He'll be your baby-sitter tonight.” 
Tony.” Mike said, smiling and extending 
his hand. 

“Nice to meet you,” Melissa said, giving him « 
Tittle wave. 
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“Hey, I'm glad to meet you two guys!” Tony 

‘really starting to fee! in the groove. 
*Now, you children behave yourselves," Mn. 
Ison said apprehensively. “Tony, sinee tomor- 
Gw's Saturday, you don’t have to put them to bed 
o'elock is good enough, nine-thirty 


; ‘Tony said, making the 
ssign with his fingers. “Yo, Mike and Melissa, 
(ou ready to purty?” 
‘The children smiled and giggled happily, ex- 


in unison. 
“Well, bye, everybody,” Mrs. Harrelson said, 
ing her k kisses on the forehead, * 
I be back by midnight at the latest.” 
“Take your time, ma'am,” he replied, meaning 


wery word. The luter they 


ey he'd have in his pocket. 
‘The door closed behind Mrs, Harrelson, and a 
ond later a bloodurdling “Wa-hoo!!” erupted 
ind ‘Tony. He whirled around only to find 
fike and Molissa scooting past him on either side 
d disappearing buck upstairs. 
‘Tony chuckled to himself, “High-spirted little 
kes,” he suid aloud ax he mude for the stairs, 
obably in the middle of some game when 1 
up.” 
‘As he turned the landing, he heard the sound 


of conspiratorial giggling upstairs. These guys were 
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really cule! Tony swung around the landing — 

‘And nearly did a back flip as his foot went out 
from under him! ‘Tony grabbed his lower back in « 
sudden spasm of pain, but at least he'd stayed 
upright, 

‘What was that he'd tripped on, anyway? 
Looking down, Tony saw that it was not one but a 
doren or'so tiny cars, which hud totally covered the 
first stop. He'd fallen right into the trap andl stepped 
‘on them. 

“You know; kids, I could have gottert hurt Hike 
that!” ‘Tony. protested, skipping the treacherous step 
‘and continuing on up, “That’s « dangerous th— 
hoy!” Tony felt his hand sticking to the banister, He 
dida’t know what the substance was, but it was defi- 
nitely gross in a big way. 

“Tee-hee-hee!” came the laughter fram 
upstairs. 

*Uproarious, duces,” Tony congratulated them, 
Lrying to keep his good humor. “Vary fanny. 1 hore 

‘stuff comes off with soap and water, whatever 


Mike und Melissa appeared from w second 
floor doorway, looking sheepish. They seemed pretty 
sorry for what thoy'd done, “Thanks for not yelling 
fav un,” Melissa said, biting down on her index finger 


you're pretty nice,” Mike agroed. 
“Wanna play with ws?” 
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“Sure! Sure thing!” Tony said, feeling that he'd 
n them over: 
Afier Tony had washed his hands, Mike and 
elissu led him ino their playroom and sat him in a 
iz “So, dudes" Tony ai 
“We're playing hostage,” Mike informed him. 
“Let me guess,” Tony said, “I get to be the 
xe, and you're the kidnappers right?” 
“He's smart, 100," Melissa told her brother 
He won't be able to play any more tricks on hi 
“That's right, little lady," Tony said with a 


what are we play- 


“Okay,” Mike suid, 
“Whoa! Now, wait a minute!” Tony stopped 
1 “You don't think I’m gonna let you two tie me 
here to this chair when I'm supposed to be look 


ig after you, do you?” 


“Hinz,” Mike considered this. “Okay, forget 


you up,” he said. “Gan Lat least put you 
ines hundeuffe?” peri) 


“Chinese what?" Tony asked. In respanse, Mike 


Id up a flexible tittle tube made out of woven palm 
bayes or something, It looked toully innocuous, 


that the thing you want to put on me?" Tony 

igh. “Go ahead), I'm down with that.” 

“Okay,” Mike said slowly, coming around 

i ‘Tony and slipping one end of the tube over 
eft index finger: 


” 
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“phat tickles!” Tony said laughing. e and Melissa pai ever 
paid no ater 
‘The kids laughed, too, and Tony was gud to be Baer oe a ts tye tle ay pe 
able to show them such good time, Wouldn't Mex. vous porentl” penpuge 
Haralson be happy when she came home? Soe eal tacarn tho soph 
‘Theres’ Mike said, slipping the other end of BL aut, qu—mphfinbmghll” 
the tube ovar Tony's right index finger, s0 that hin bund his mouth pay by. Ah oes wane ira 
funda were linked together behind his back. “Now “And thin i how we: play hostage!” mae 
Jet's tie hin up! fully, stepping back to adie his and Meliena's 
You litle rascal!” Tony said, will smiling a work, A socond later, both Harrelson chile 
7 


Mike and Melissa reached into their closet and cate pet! out of the room, leaving Tony si 


out with several lengths of rope. “AIL right, that's the if, hound und gagged, He couldn't even get his 
end of this game.” ’ er free, lot alone his arms or legs! ui 
the little tube, Don't panic, he told himself as he heard the 


He tried to pull his fingers out o 
but the Chinese handeutfs held his fingers fast. Tony 
yanked harder and harder, a sense of panto welling 
tip inside him as Mike began winding the rape 
around his ankles. 

“Now, we 


‘you've seen get out of situations just like this, 
at would Clint do? Or Denzel? Or Arnold? 
He started rocking the chair to make it tip over 
‘ f Hang om, you to le, When it did, his body hit the floor wo hard 
hey dont do tha Tiny let out a muffled exy of pain, How come it 
‘While Tony strug, trying to pry his fingers er hurts like hatin the movies? he wondered 
roe, Mike finished tying his ankles to the legs of the BT rope cour ns ankles bad come I 
hair and Melissu wound another length of rope EEN ay SEN 


around ‘Tiny's arms andl body, 
“Uso a clove hitch.” Mike told his sister, “And 


add a half hitch at the end, He'll never got loose. 


Heh, heh, heh 
“Goicha,” Melissa said, following his instruc 


just w see 


e Ca sweat trickled down his face, Vick- 
fing, him and driving him HT 
top this right now!” Tony ordered. ee har! against the door sill. aka 
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‘Okay, he fad to got down tothe kitehen an lay 
down the law to these kids. They were going to sat 
fhm free, and after cleaning up the meas an the bun- 
ater ho was going to xend them straight to bed No 
‘more ofthis Home Alone stuff, he thought. 

‘Tony came ton dead stop at the top of the 
stirs, Afow foot blow him was the step with all the 
wears on it. No way could he hop down past its He was 
just going to have to brave Iie way down the steps+ 
haldingon to the sticky banister for dear life. 

From downstairs, Tony heard screams af 
olight. Melissa and Mike were stirring up more 
trouble, no doubt. He had to got down there andl get 
those: kids under control! 

‘Tony turned his buck to the banister and 
stopped trying wo get out of the Chinese handy 0 
That he could grab the rail with his free fingors 
Miraculoualy, the handcuffs Toosencd, allowing hin 
{o get his fingers apart! 

‘Tony ripped the duct tape from his mouth and 
freed himself from the chair, A:moment later he wus 
inthe kitchen, The place was « total pigsty, but Mike 
andl Melisan hd already moved on. Tony heard nols- 
‘es coming from the basements 
nly to find Mike und Melissa cali doing the laun- 
dn! 

“We got the tablecloth dirty” Melissa explaine 
So we're cleaning it.” 

"Tony was taken aback, “Obj" he waid. "Well, 
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a's better” Hix brain told him not to trust these 
ds for a minute, but Tony was s0 desperate to get 


ided to let by em 
bygones. “Okay. Just get upstairs, clean ene 
up your ears, and 
ee aoe | get that yucky stufh 
| The children obeyed. While they cleaned up 
iF mess, Tony looked around for the telephone 
et Mrs, Hurrelson hud loft him, Hee might have 
Dut Melissa and Mike bud 
eacdy cut off that option. ‘The paper with the nusy- 
shud been torn into at least a hundred pieces! 
‘Tony was on his own for the rest ofthe night. 
*You kids are going to bed early,” Tony 


“Yes, Tony,” Mike said contritely. 

"We're sorry we were mug.” Metin ade 
"And no more funny stuff,” Tony told them, 
sn the kitchen was back in order as he ted them 
back upstairs to their rooms, Mike and Melissa 
ed in no hurry as they picked up their ears and 
‘off the bnister but they didn’t hold things 
‘either. Every once in a while, a small giggle 

Ald erupt from one oF the other. 
‘At was at this point that ‘Tony beygan to get sus 
ous, Directing them both into their beds, he whut 
their lights, closed their doors, and stood there on 
ling, wondering what they were up to now. 

ry'd gone to bed way too easily. 
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Somethings some sixth sense, drow fim 
Hhasement, And there, to hin 
The 
seashing machine was sill running, belching 
vine of sua tke w volcano, Soapy ture covered half 
the basement floor! 

‘With groan of frustration, Tiny slogge hous 
she sen of bubbles and tured of the machine, 1» 
vrtiner of laundry detergent had ean emptied i 
The washer; and good old Mike ad Minas had st the 
‘iachine wo ru is Tongest posse wash oyele- 

HHeaving « tortured sgh as the giggles erated 
again from upatair, Tony finally Tost bis ni 
rer Kida got your sorry satves owt here and cle 
this up—tono!!t” 

Miours later—or was it youre? —Mn: and Mra, 
Harrelaon arrived back at thoir house. Mike « ‘ 
Melisea were biiesfully aaleep—or at Teast they wes 
preening to be. And Tony? Tony was callnpsed in front 
Mitte elvision se, wang atthe bonne shopping chit 
sel ay an ae sold jewelry to insomnnine housewives. 

qi” Mra, Harrelson chirped: “My, is quiet 
around here! How'd it go?” 

Ob, fine «fine «+ ¢" Tony said weakly, fore: 
sg ale, though every musete in his body ached 
Fre weariness and nuserous blows “Tle going 
now.” 

‘eyit!” Mra, Harrelson suid, “Don't you want 


your money?” 
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“Oh... that... Tony reached out his hand, 
ae forty dollars int i 
‘m so glad you could make it, Tony,” 
Maybe we can do this again next Neth ee 
“Uh, no! I'm, uh, very busy next week. In fact, 
hheurd that I got « legacy. My rich uncle died 
oft me his farm in Indiana, I'm leaving in the 


prning and I won't be coming back—ever!” 


Mry, Harrelson looked shocked and disuppoint- 
“mn so sorry to hear that, Tony.” she said sadly. 
40 hard to find a good baby-sitter like you." 
‘Tony stepped out the door and went to unlock 
hike. His body felt like it was @ hundred years 
But that wasn't the worst of it: The worst thing 
his sense of utter failure, ‘Tony had come to the 
‘of the road, No more brillinnt ideas for money 
ing. No more jobs lay in his future. 
Bai eee Po drums, the drums he'd 
nover eame true. 


‘going Ww be « dream that 


he next morning, Tony awoke enrly, His body 
gs he woul not have believe i poss 


hurt hitw evan worve than the night before. 
“after beafast, hin dad asked Win to go dows, 
to the 7-Eloven for him and pick wp some milks And 
{i was there that Tony ran inte Shy 
Sly wus walking with great ere, wineing st 
every ate al huffing and owing with ve effin 
doing anything at all 
Hoey, man,” Tony greated him. “I's ot fanny: 
Stop imitating me. L hurt bad.” 
“ny not imitating anybody.” Sly manned, “My 
dy is one hig aching muscle.” 
Man, { hear you” ‘Tony said, nodding, “Have 
you been baby-sitting to?” 
Huh?” Sly asked, confused. “No, Tve been 
Tifting weights. "Tons of them.” 
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“What for?” Tony usked, surprised. Working 
‘not exactly ane of Sly’s hobbies. 

“Never mind,” Sly said, waving off the ques- 

ley, ve got an idew. Want to join sme at the 

th club for hot soak in the whirlpool? I've got 


getting about what they'd come to buy, the 
fends headed off to the Horizontal Club in Sly's 
‘ear and soon found themselves immersed in 

Dot water, 
‘Man, you're smarter than 1 gave you credit 
y said, his eyes half closed, “This is boda 


*f ahould have thought of this the other day.” 


‘Tony told 


Just w mnatter of time, my mum,” Sly assured! 
-wineing in pain. “Just a matter of time,” 
“By the way.” Tony said sadly. “You win the 
trying to got those drums." 
“Sorry to hoar thal,” Sly said sympathetically, 
sre you aren't giving up too easily? 
“Sylvester,” Tony suid, levelling his gaze at Sly, 
yu have m0 idea what P've been through.” 
“fimy,” Sly shut back, “life hasnt exactly been a 
picnio for me, either But U stick to what f 
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‘sad: Markie Malone is going w fll forme, Anal the me 
she makes me work, the hander her fall’s going to be. 
“Maybe so, Sylvester,” Tony said, shaking his 
ead, “AIL ean say is, [hope things work out better 
for you than they did for me." 
“They will,” Sly ussured him, “They will.” 


It was around lunchtime when Tony trudged sally 
into Sharkey's and plopped himself down at the table 
where the rest of the members of California Drewms 
were gathered. 

His body felt much better afler the long souk, 
but his hart was heuvy—so heavy that he could 
Durely lift his guxe off the floor He answered his 
Friends? groetings with w barely audible grunt. 

“Poor ‘Tany!” Tiffani gasped, setting down her 
tnitk shake, “What happened to you?” 

1 guess your pet care job hasn't been going too 
‘great, buh?” Sum asked, looking concerned, 

1 gave that up,” ‘Tony told her. “I've been 
baby-sitting, but I'm through with that, too." 

Gee, Tiny,” Matt said sympathetically. “That's 
sv shune.” 

“Don't worry, mun,” Jake told him. “You still 


sound good, even on that crummy old drum set of 
yours.” 

“Don't remind me,” Tony monned. “It's too 
painful.” 

Just then, Markie Malone came through the 
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door of the restaurant, trailed by two surfer 

des with adoring stiles plastered on their faces. 

took w table just across from the Dreams and 
dupa menu, 

‘The Dreams exchanged furtive glances. 
hem,” Matt suid, clearing his throat. “Yes, and we 
voit all to Sly.” 

“He really is the greatest,” Samantha suid, 
udly enough for Markie to hear but not 40 loud that 

M obvious the words were for her benel 
Fiends like him are few and far between,” 

“He's so cute, too,” Tiffani added. “I's ama 

he doesn't have a steady girlfriend,” 

Tony looked from one of them to the other, 

re you guys ulking about?” he asked, supe- 

“Is this Sylvester we're discussing?” 

Jake put a quick Finger to his lips, signaling 

Tiny to be silent, “Sly's really got something gui 

id. “I wink 1 were us cool as he is.” 

“Don't we all?” Mutt agreed, casting a sidelong 
nee at Markie, She had lowered her menu and 

glancing their way curiously, 

“He's smart, funny, cute, andl a real trae friend,” 

intha said, sighing dramatically. “We really 

ould da more to show our gratitudle—nunybe throw 
8 party or something,” 

“Great idea!” Mutt said. “Oh, hi, Markie,” he 

le wave as she caught him look= 


Markie waved back with « half-hearted 
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sane, She knitted er eyebrows in thought, see 
ty disturbed by something, Sldenly she Bot wp ant 
Moana hor wen dawn on che ble. Turing © Her 
two male companions, ahe said, “I'm not hungry 
fer all, Come on, Yet’s go Rollerblading.” 

‘She led hor entourage out of Sharkey’s. No 
semer hd the door swung closed behind che (han 
‘Tony sail “AI right, people. You want to tell me 
seb hut was all about?” 

“Suro,” Jake said, “Sly asked us to say alee 
Ainge abot him in Front of Markie.” 

“sam you agreed?” Tony ake ineredulouy 
-Mfan, where's your imegrity? How could you He Tike 
that?” 

“Hts gotting ws the South Const Ast Festival 
ay sigh?” Samantha putin ping het dark hae 
eer shoulder. “What's the big deal? If be want 
to pant wth Maske aa bay, what harm i do? 
‘Se find ut gon enough wha limeball Sly is” 

Jat then, Sly came walking ino the restaural 
How's 1 going, guys?” he waked. “Notice my ni 
eles?” He ped for ther, showing off hi ices? 

Not really.” Samantha sa shaking ber head 
“Hoy, you just missed Maki” 

aid?" Sly asked, his face pained. “Rata” 


pont worry, ude” Tony assured him, “They 


talked you up a whole lot.” 
“Great!” Sly said. 
the shoulders appreciative. “Thanks, guys” 
“a's the Teast we eoutd do,” Jake sid, 


10 


lapping Jake and Mutt on 


Dreamers and Schemers 


ou're getting, us that big gig at the arts festival.” He 
Sly u meaningful glance. “It is in the bag, right?” 
“The + the... urts festival ... 5" Sly stam 
what he had forgotten! “Oh—oh, 
shl! The arts festival! Sure, sure—in the bay, 
2.” He ran a nervous hand through his hit. 
guys, | just remembered something, Vv gotta 
Bye!” 
‘And before any of them could stop him, he had 
uppeared out the front door of the restaurant, 
‘When he was gone, Tony sighed ane! pulled the 
xl of money he'd earned out of his pocket, “Well, 1 
tay be unemployed, but ut feast I made some money 
Fall my trouble, One hundred forty dollars,” he 
did sadly, counting it up. 
“Heyl” Tiffani said encouragingly. “Tha 
Tony! F mean, you've only done a few dla 
rk, and Yook how much you've gotten for itt” 
Yeah," Tony acknowledged, not at all con- 
Jed. “But Wve had about all ean take, Sylvester 
ight. That crum sot fs never going to he rine.” 
‘Tony got up slowly, just as Stu Malone arrived 
their tuble with five glasses of water on his tray, 
ne of them tipped over, soaking Tony's T-shirt 
“Sorry, Tiny! Stu said, trying, cry hi off with 
‘and almost spilling the other glasses of water in 


he process. “I don’t know why this keeps happening” 


“It’s okuy, Stu," Tony said, resigned. “Nothing 
36 could happen that would other me now.” 
out even saying good-bye, Tony walked slowly 


Dreamers and Schemers 
“There's got to be something we can do to help 
ny,” Sam insisted. 
“1's not just about the drums,” Matt pointed 


Cabifrnin Diem 


leaving Stu and the Dreams 


out of the restaurant, | 
staring after him. 


SWow!” Samantha said, her eyes wide with 
out: “Tony noeds his self-respect back, too, and that 
1 job he can be successful at.” 
‘Tiffani stared over at Stu Malone as he dumped 
‘onder of fries onto the floor, “You're absolutely 
id. “Guys, T have a great idea.” 

‘The Dreams huddled together conspiratarially. 
going to take Tiny's money over to Iggy's Music 
ways kind of liked me, 

dl mayhe I ean work something out with 
meantime ...” Whispering quietly, she told them 


shock, *T've never seen Tiny so down!” 

“syeah Matt ngreed. “T never thought I'd see 
the day when Tony Wicks would foave « hued 
forty dollars of his own money: behind! 

Jake picked up tho monoy. “No, Sty this Is not 
the told Sharkey's nephew, whose ees hal 
1 of the money on the table, Sit 
summoned by « pair 


your tip.” 
Insgged out at she sight 
took their orders and raced off, 
‘fannoyed customers at nother table. 
vet i awful!” Tiffin said shaking her el 
+ye got to do something to help Tony!” 

spat what? Matt asked, Yoaning buck against 


the rest of her pla 

“Gee, Tiffani,” Matt said, “I don't know. 1 

think I'd feel bal for Stu. T mean, he's a nice guy.” 
“1 know,” Tiffani said, “But so's Tony. And 

oh of then is better suited for being a waiter?” 
4] gee your point,” Matt said, looking up appre- 
nrively as Stu approached with their burgers, 
ing their tray with great difficulty. “Here, let 
bal you with that," Ie told Stu, taking the tray 
Uhh , «+ thanks,” Stu said, wiping the sweat 
n his brow. “Whew. There's got to be an easier 


Nis chair, 
‘Jake thought hard, “What Tony ses is that 


sot of Poa drums,” he said. “And we'vo got to ae 
that he gets thera!” 

But how?” Samantha noked. “I don't have any 
money. Do you guys?” 

The Dreams all shrugged and shook their 
heads, “If Twinkle would get us the gig at the ars 
Featival, wo might beable to pool our tke andl get 
‘Tony the drums,” Jake suagested, 

We wan't wait that tong,” Samantha sald. 
“oxides, do you really believe that Sly’s going te 
get us that gig?” 

“Take shook his head, and so did the others. 
fo was just Blowing hot a, an usual Jake sae 


M2 


Yay to make « living.” Shaking head, Sharkey's 
Ihew loped back toward the kitchen. 

“You know,” Samantha said, a» Tiffani took 

's money from Jake and got up to go. “T think 


wotiully be doing Stu a favor!” 
193 


could he have forgotten to call McTaggart back? 
‘could he have let his friends down like this? He 
enrious: inled the number, hoping against hope that he 
“Have a seat,” Jake told hints pulling out a chat n't too late 
su sat, "What's up, guys?” he asked ‘The first three times he dialed, he got a busy 
weWell” Samantha began, “we were twlking 
boat what you just aid, and we think rmitybe you're y 
right. Maybe waiting tables isn't the job for you.” g his foot impatiently, muttering himself and 
eycah,” Stu agreed. “But like having the haking his head. 
extra cash.” ‘Then he spotted her. Markie was Rollerblading 
You would got another job the paved path along the beach, followed by 
aThere are lots of ther jobs you ‘dhe great at” thunky blond-haired guys in ba suits, She 
vetfere are?” Stu asked. “Like what?” gh skating pty fast, ke she was ying to get rid 
asuu, Pan aurpriatd as your” Sake aaid. A By 
ike youn, with so much potential ao many abilities...” i up the phone, He could call 
“Me? 0 ‘After all, he was 


nul Finally, he got through to Hot Rocks Promotions, 
Ay to be put on hold. He stood at the pay phone, 


Samantha sa 


dy a whole da 


“ural” Samantha werd: “Wing table i 
jot for m guy like your ‘Why should you wait oF cranky thesides, this might be hi 
stoners aller? Yu oe to use YOUT talents!” ough to Markie! 
sy do?” Stu asked. lown the street to Slip 
“Abootutly,” Matt told im. "Ard we'll help Ren of blades. So what if 
you think of'a better idea.” Jlades before? he naked him- 
fiffant couldn't suppress grin as she walked If I've been on regular roller skates, back when 1 
‘out the door of the restaurant, headed for tgey's: Her a litle kil, How much different can these be? 
friends were going to show ‘Suv the fight, all Fight. Sly sat down on a bench and laced up. How 
nic, he thought, that after all my travails, life has 


‘And this was just the begining! 
sesented me with the perfect way ro win Markie’s 
‘He would show her his athletic prowess and 
irate that the two of them had something in 
} at the sume time! 


Sly rived for the nearest phone booth and fished 
rly in his packets for enough chan (0 call LA. 


mh 


wyluh?” Sly could aot have bess nore taken 
the world he'd expeet= 


aback Ht was the las thing 


‘ed her to say: 
iecause ttm free,” Markio want 0 “and | 
thought maybe you'd Tike 19g Ot someplace.” 
sai" Sly aa “Are yo sayin 20 want to 
cous with mot Jat the otha ak you said you 


dat do that AFT were the Task ma ‘on earth!” 
vive bec thinking about shal” Markie adiit~ 

ot people think you're rele 
raring peuple s8ying 0! 


ly great guy. 1 
ie Tena me eaten tha ay iy 


4 driveway al sevens 


ly pulled into Mark 
89 Chrysler 


ED ionking the horn of his dad's 19! 


‘ld California Dreamy WE thought to himself 
Tnrough for hit big tine! Fan, When Markie appeared on her doomters SHY 
‘at seven,” Markie said, ato open the passengers door for et: The 
rone wall and blading tusk, Sly flashed! Markie his coolest smile and 
maye the door a yank, It flew open, ban 


pain, but Markie just gineled. 
‘a comedian!” she anid, getting into 


hin tongue to stifle is groans. At Laast 
‘ov purpose. It would have 


it off the date on such a 


Sly howled 

ly, you're 
oa, Sly bit 
the thought he'd done 
n pretty humiliating t0 st 


peoky note. 
Bun Sly wasn't through not by a long shots 


He'd never thought of himself as clumsy oF awkward, 
something about being, with Markie made real 


Iweeb out of him, The very next thing he did was 
9 


imping # triumpha 
ike that of an eighty-yeur 
hud a date with 


ne 
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“humor!” she said, shuking her head in admiration. “I 
‘always thought you were just # gook. 1 guess it goes 
Aoshow you, you can’t go by first impressions.” 


Cabifornia: Dreams 
throw the car into reverse insteail of drives kissing 


the bumper ofthe ear parked behind him. 


‘Then he went the wrong way down a one-Wiy 
street und had to back all te way out when @ CHr "Tout tha rights" Sly ayroed “Cargoyle!™ 


var dwn it the right way, blocking hi path, he called, summoning the waiter und sending Markie 


“Have you driven a ear before?” Markie asked! {nto another fit of giggles, *We'd like to order now.” 
Yes, monsieur,” the waiter sai 


“What would you like, Markie? 
realize you said French food was too fattening for 
ox, but [understand this place offers some lighter 


delicately. 
Ot sure—hundreds of times.” Sly toler 


truthfully, Then he embroidered « bit hy adding, 
This is my dad's ear, though: My Mustang is in the 


shop. 


“Oh, that’s okay,” Markie said. “I’m tired of 


“you drive « Mustang?” Markie asked, 
he same old boring stuff,” she said. “I'l have the 


impressed. 

igh yeah” Sly Ved. “V'm used to the ack gots Marveillaise, and the bouillabaisse.” 

shift, see, Lean't get used to thie automatic stuf.” Sounds goo,” Sly suid, nodding thoughtfully 
* Markie wait. Jooking at the menu as if he could read it. “TIL 


{thought automatic was easier 
have the anme.” He handed the menu back (o the 


“Not far me,” Sly said, arching an ‘eyebrow 

he acreoched to a halt in the parking lot of the ote” and smiled! at Mi Hass 

Fronoh restaurant he'd decided to tke her 1 “Like change of paces Yo, So tell nbetigee 

doing things the hard way” “hold as wo take her hand. “How did someborly as fan- 
fc as you get to have Stu for u twin brother?” 


Yes, | picked that up about you 
Sha looked ever more gorgeous than usual 
tonight, Her red ar fel in huxuriant waves O¥Er her 


hare shoulders, and the teal crushedavelvel dress she 
wore picked up the green af her enormous e¥e8: sly 1c enough guy, but—well, you know how 


‘could barely breathe looking at her ’ “annoying you were being all that time you were try- 
‘At the table, Markie Taughed again when Sly Jing to got me to go out with you?” 
took the linen napkin and tucked it into bis collar “Uh yeah! ‘Tht! Tw just lowning aroun.” 


sly, never realized you had such m great sense of Bly sald witha shrug, 
120 


“That made Markie laugh even ore, “He and t 
ve heen fighting since the day we were born. 1 
1 it gues to show you, genes area!t everything. 
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“Of course, I realise that now,” Markie told 
him. “But that’s how Stu is around the house all the 
timet So awkward and dorky. Funny without meaning 
to be, you know? It’s pathetic.” 

“tt must be hard for him to look at you and 
realize that hia twin got all the looks, brains, and 
personality,” Sly said as the waiter stepped up 10 the 
tuble with their appetizers. 

‘Now you're flattering me again,” Markie suid, 
her green eyes glimmering. 

“Impossible,” Sly aaid, half closing his eyes. 
“You're already perfect. I's impossible to exaggerate 
perfection.” 

He looked dawn wt his plate, and nearly gagars! 
right then nd there. “Snails!” he gasped. “Gargoyle! 
‘What's the meaning of thin?” 

“You ordered the escargots, monsiour,” the 
‘waiter said. 

“That's right!” Sly said. He was ubout to 
demand that the waiter take it back, when he glanced 
over at Markie and saw her giggle as she stuck & snail 
into her mouth, 

‘Sly wns trmpped, nnd he know it. With every 
slimy snail he swallowed, he swore to himself that 
ext time he'd take Markie to an Amerioan restau 
rant, where they served food that might not be fancy 
bout at Jeast wasn’t totally gross! 

‘At any rate, the rest of their dinner went all 
right In fact, no matter how many geeky things Sly 


Dreamers and Schemere 


Markie thought he was just being funny! 
He took her dancing at Club Red, and his ver- 
‘of the funky chicken hd her thes. And 
when she leaned on him to catch her breath, the soft- 
gs of her skin and hair and the sent of her per= 
1 100k Sly's breath wway. 
On the ride home, Murkie actually leaned her 
dl on Sly’s shoulder, closing her eyes happily. 
iy's heart sounded like # buss drum in the close 
fines of the eae 
“This was really fun,” Markie said as Sly 


ave him a long, nizali 
Sly had to fight to keep from fainting dead 
may. Her lips were warm and soft, and the sent of 
er huir as it brushed against his face vent tingles up 
». Never in his life had he come so 


“Sol” he said as they broke apart, 
weak. "Can Tee you again?” 
“OF courme you e: 

i, smiling her dazzling smile at him, “Sly, 1 owe 
jou. an apology. 1 judged you too harshly—just 
use you weren't as good-looking, hunky, sop 
jeated, or rich as the guys usually date, But now 1 


‘realize that you have charms of your own’ 


“1 do?” Sly auked before he could st 
#1 mean, I do! Of course I do!” 
“PIL tell you what,” Markie said. “Why don't 


CubipriaD 


words made Sly fee 
The hend with a sledgehammer Hed 


for him—aetting him 
‘Sly felt tke: completo heel: 


Are you okay, Sly?” 


‘m 
the door for you! 


get to the phone immedi 


Tucky twist of fat 
sions yel. 
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South Coust Arts Festival 


ie back! And after all Ube Dre 
this date with Mark 


“Here, let me Bet 


He daahedaut of the oar and dre 
gig, I'm dead meat!” 


Dreamers and Sebeersne 


Sly it his ip o hard hat it hut. He had 0 6 

he Dreams that gig! But he could only hope ane 
Spray that he wast already 10 Inte 

‘The minute he got home, Sly raced to the 


vox! 


1 aa if he had been slammed 
ane. But the offices of Hot Rocks Promotions were 


owed for the day, Instead of the receptionist « 
orded voice eame on the lines 
‘Thank you for calling Hot Rocks Promot 
“if you aro calling for Final tat of the bans 


His best friends 


ine word were counting on bits and he'd boen #0 
wth Mark that hed totally et hen dow or the Somh Coast Arts Festival, press one, 
Markie asked. “You's in tomorrow's LA. Times, 
Sly hung up, his heart winking right ubrough the 


oor, “Oh nol” he moaned forgetting all about his 
date with Markie. “If the guys find out I blow 


the door #0 hard 


fas the elock struck ten, Sly 


Marki him a kiss on ol 
‘roped oul in pin. "SO what about next trying to get through te 
sg Tne. UD get ack 10 YU aban Ns s : 
“okay?” Ie suc tll bal naelf on one f00k- firmly informed Sly that 
“Okay! Good ni Markie the selection of bands was final and that the only 
said, waving os she ran uP sway a change would be made was if there was a ast 
grinute cancellation, 


Bat Sly was not about to give up, oven iit did 
san euting w day of classes, This was life or death 
rer frst making ware that MeTiggart was in bis 


ye rrould be open tate and raybes hy some ! 
ey they hadnt mad f Sly drove down there, anned with a 


ge thei final deci- 


lented 
He arrived at the offices of Hot Rocks 
Promotions only to find his way blocked by the 
receptionist, a female bodybuilder with & no- 
honsense expression. She told him Mr, McTaggart 
‘a meeting and couldn't see anyone. 
1 Sly was in no mood to be turned away 
empty-handed, Hle just kept rerninding hinwel? hot 
fhe wanted something badly enough and kept try- 
ings he was Hound to succeed, No matter how wan 
Times she told him he'd have te leave, Sly stayerl 
tigi where hes wan, patiently explaining to her the 
feivieal importance of getting the Dreams” demo tape: 
directly into Me. MeTiygart’s hands, 
‘And us luck would have it, Sly's persistence: 
il ff Junta Sly wa finally boginning to consider 
Teaving the tape with the receptionist, MeThggar 
walked gut of his office on his way to lunch. Dashing, 
“after him, Sly intercepted hin an the street. 
SOPH give it Hinton,” MeTggurt told him after 
Sly hadl explained, “But you urerstand, there's just 
hho way. Not this year. The bunds have all boon 


booked.” 
MBut if there's a cancellation?” Sly presser 


was 


him. 

Sonny, that just doesn't happen.” McTaggart 
aid, “This festival is big opportunity, ax you prob 
Anly kao. Bands just don't cancel out when i's 
their hig chance.” 

“hut you'll listen to the tape?” Sly asked, 
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“Sure, sure,” MeTaggart said, “Call me later, 
and I'Il let you know what F thought, And now, if 
you'll let me puss, Pim on my way to hunch.” 

Smtisfied thut he'd done ull he could for the 
moment, Sly let Me'Taggart go. ‘The promoter held in 
his hand the Dreams’ hopes and Sly's last slim 
chance 1o redeem himself. 

Sly called again at ten minutes to five, and the 
soeretary put him right through o McTaggart. “Hey, 
your tupe was terrific!” the promoter suid. "Too bnd | 
feun't use your band. But next yeur for sure, okay?” 

‘Sly sighed in frustration, “Sure, Me: McTaggart, 
the said, “Thanks.” He hung up, feeling totaly defeat 
‘il, He couldn't explain it, but somehow he was sure 
that when the promoter heard their tape, he'd move 
heaven and earth to fit the Dreams into the Hineup for 
the festival. 

He'd been wrong, Even though He'd wanted 
440 buully for his hand, he hadn't suceeded. In fut, 
Jie’ totally blown it, He'd tet his friends dawa—all 
because of Markie, And after the Dreams had helped 
‘inv finally get his date with her, too! 
ng to explain this one away? 


Jt was six o'elock on Monday when Tony realized that 
“the money he'd earned was missing. In less than a 
‘minute, he completely tore apart his raon, But it was 
ho use. The money was gone! 
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His heart in his throat, he thought back 10 the 
last time he'd seen it, and that’s when fe neatized 
the truth, He'd left it on the table at Sharkey"s two 
lays ago! How could he have been stupid? 

No way was the money still going to be siting 
fom that table, hee realized, Still, he hail Wo go dawn 
Tere on te off etna: that sence Toad twened jt 
ir hundred forty dollars in cash when they oul hus 
walked away with it seot-tree. 

‘iy felt the bends of sweat rolling down his 
Forehead as he ran owurd Sharkey's, AI the work 
hat pat into arin that oneal he wort 
ome through and it was al gig be for thin 

He buat into Sharkey’s, totally out of breath, 
and run over to the table where he'd Tell the money. 
‘Taking the people who wore eating there totally by 
surprise, he shove! their plates around, asked then 
fo tard up, and got uniter the sable fooking For hy 
siray bills thot might have falen—all 10 00 wv 
Hix money was gone forever: 

“Heys Wicks!” Shurkey"s vaice boomed ou! 
From behind him, Tony turned to face his former 
employes, who was wearing a broad grin, “Lang time 

tno sce. Tiny! How's it goin’? 

“Bud, Sharkey," Tony confessed, unable (0 
py up any Kind of front. “tad a big wad of mone, 
‘and | left it here on Saturday, 1 was everything | 
‘eared at all my other jobs!” 

"A hundred forty dollar, right?" Sharkey asked 
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“Yeah, mun. Hey, how'd you know that?” 

“Tiffani showed it to me,” Sharkey explained. 
“She's got your money, Wieks. Don't worry.” 

“She's she’s got my money?" Tony eoulda't 
believe his good fortune. Of all the lucky breaks! 

“Listen, Wicks, I've beet meaning to talk to 
you,” Shurkey suid, looking at the floor, 

“Yeah, well, I haven't beet around here much,” 
‘Tony adiitted, “How's St doing?” 

“Uh, that's whut I wanted (o alk to you about,” 
Sharkey suid. “Stu, uh, well, he iat work ont 
People kept complaining about him. He was droppin’ 
stuff, gettin’ orders mixed up, addin’ up checks 
wrong. | gave hin as much of a chance as 1 would, 
tout finally f decided I had to bet him go.” 

“Hey, I'm sorry t hear that, Sharkey,” Tony 
said sincerely, “Stu's w nice guy. Bart waiter, hut a 


funny thing is, he thanked mo! Told me he was about 
to quit anyway, He said he'd decided to try another 
Tine of work.” 

“Wow!” Tony said, brightening, “But how's he 
going to do that, Sharkey? Good jobs aren't all that 
fensy to come by, you know.” 

“Don't worry about Stu,” Sharkey assured Tony 
“He's already got himself another job, xomething, 
he's much better suited for. He's gonnu be buby- 
sitin’. Funily named Harrelson.” 
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Hh-harrelson2?2” Tony stammered. 
“Yup-—and they're payin’ him eight bucks an 

hour, Gan you believe it?” 

‘Oh yeah, L believe it,” Tony said, nodding his 
head slowly, “Poor Stu, There isn't enough money in 
the world to make that job worth 

“So, "Tony, how'd you like your old jab bck?” 

siytememy old job?” Tony repeated, not quite 
believing what he was hearing “You're kidding wel” 

“realize you've got a Tot of other jabs now.” 
Sharkey sa" should never have let you go, So Te 

4 to double your old salary.” 

*Dad-double my salary?” Tony's jaw dropped. { 
“shurkey, you've got yourself del!” And before | thud been two days of torture, two days during, 
Sharkey could change his mind Tony had is hand which Sly had done everything, possible to avoid 
pumping, wp and doen in a hancdahake 10 seal the i 
deal. 

Double his old salary! And Tiffani had his buns ‘8 Lot of classe» with one another, hung out at 
dred forty dollars! It seemed like Tony's tuck had cey's together. But if Sly spent any time with the 


changed at ast! 


arts festival gig. 
How could Sly ask h 
be ideal opportunity, and he had totally squan= 
ed it. 
If only he hadn't be 
arkie Malone! Sure, he'd succeeded at what he'd 
ly put his mind to, but he should haye been 
putting his mind to pomething else! 
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Not that he was sorry to be dang the mst Had he ever heard of them? Bradley and the 
Billionai chief rival for preemi- 


ween outside the pages of & 
4s there. But he was gains 
1 the arts festival 
A wateh 


geous babe he'd ever 


magazine, No, no regre! 
them out in a battle of the bands two years ago. OF 


fave to worm out of taking Markie 

vamos No-way could he tke her tere 8 ise, the Dreams had gotten their revenge the fol- 

All thove other dorky bands perform. Not after he'd ng your, things were eve 

essed up so royay. He woul Be 100 painful, “Sure, Mr; MoTiggart, I've heand of them,” Sly 

‘Now he lay in bed, his homework forgotten for {old the promoter, his hopes beginning 10 revive. 

the second straight day, his heal pounding. 1) geome Bradley’s come down with w severe 
alarm clock said B:00 RM, Lonning ove Sly reache of tonsillitis. He had to have his butler eall me 
to ahint off the bedside Hight. What was there Wo stay ‘cancel for them! So if your guys are alll interest 
awake for, anyway? “eid it looks like 1 can fit you in after all!” 

‘And that yas when the teleplions “AG, ff wee il ineretel? Mr M delhi 
Probably one’of the Dreamsy Sly figured, calling 1 pene usin there right now!” Sly exulted. “Better yet, 
Find out what bad happened 10 then sure-thing, #8: “put it down in indelible ink! We'll be there!” 

‘Maybe I shouldn't answer its the thought Sly hung up, hardly able to believe ti good 
‘Then again, you nover knows Sy wat bed rtune, He'd dono it after all! How could he have 
und roached forthe receiver, hopin mesins hopes +++ © innself? A guy with his kind of ability? 
eM Winkle? MuTiggnst here» At the arts festi- we before things inevitably 


sway! 


val? Remember me?” 
sya he remembee? He hadit thought of anyone Sly leaped out of bed and got dressed, mal 
tue n tno ol daa! "Uh, yi" SHY ‘said, “What o to look really sharp. Not for Markie 1! 
“pul for his friends. He had to tell therm right away! 


‘And he knew exactly where they'd all be at eight 
‘olock on a Tuesday night—at Sharkey's, working, 
on their after-dinner shakes! 


‘ean Ld for you?” 
“Well, you remember | 


for your band to get on the Ti 


il there was 10 Way 
‘unless somebody ea 


Uh, yer” 

seCucae what 1 just got eal from Brudley, of ‘Mott, Jake, and Samantha were in their usual places 

Bradley and the Billionaires. Ever heard of then?” it Sharkey's, being waited on by very happy ‘Tony, 
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sehen Sly prance in, wearing a mile-wide grin: “We certainly did, mon frére,” Sly announced 

sHHey, you guyat” he crowed: “Where've 2 oudly, “Dida 1 tell you guys it was in the bag? Tt 

been forthe past couple of days? I've missed yout! just took a little longer than | expected to tie up all 
We were just wondering the same thing about the loose ends.” 

‘We've been where we “There must have been a couple hundred of 


you, Winkle,” Jake replied.” 
‘Taually are—achool, here, practice at Matt's —but thoy suid looking doubt 
you haven't been anywhere” Hey, Tany,” Sly suid, noticing his friend's 
“Yeah,” Sam agreed. “It's like you Aropped ofl S| ‘eahirt for the first time. “Since when are 
the face of the earth!” ou working here again?” 
“We thought maybe you were avoiding us for ‘Sharkey took me back,” Tiny told him. “Begagexl 
oto work for him at twice my old salary! T guess two 


some reason or other,” Matt augKestedy raising a” 
fof Stu working here was enough to make 


eyebrow. . a 
creat, like wot wanting 0 ell us we: didnt Be presale me, And ny rend lp ot 10." 
the gig atthe art Festival,” Tony ade L don't got you.” Sly aid. 

“We made Stu see that he wasn't cut out to be a 


SMe? Avoiding you guys?” Sly 


ropping in feigned shock and diemey- 
José!” 
vio how come you eut bialogy clase two days in 
row?” Matt wondered. etl bo 

‘Working on things. my Mary 
around his pal’s shoulders a 


J" Sly suid drop id, casting his eyes upward for a moment, 


he sat down irvives, thal is. 
a minute, “Well, you look glad to be back, anyway,” Sly 


fing an arm 
“And aw for the gig—™ 
ony Jit, nodding at Tony appreciatively, “Go get me & 
. Mat told him. “She hal ‘chub? In fact, shakes for everybodly—tet's cel- 


10 go someplace.” 
“What were you going 


to tell us, Sly?” Sam 


“Hom?” i 
About the gig?" Jake prompted him. 
get it or didn’t we?” 


“Did we 
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“Oh, that,” Markie said, sighing regretfully. 
n going to be sick that day, But don’t worry—Jelf 
going to take good care af me. Aren't you, Jef!” 
She gave the hunk another lean and hungry 
look, und he gave it right back to her. As far as either 
Jed her new catch aver to introduce him, ‘of them was concerned, Sly was no longer even 
“Hf, you guyt!™ she said, soundings ponitively here, He had totally ceased to exist! 
led we 96 them, “This is Heft Jordan, He and his ‘Okays” Sly said, steaming now. “I get the mes= 
family huve just moved here, Hes going 10 he start- Ym being dumped Is that it? Is that what 
ing at school tomorrows an Tn going 40 show him “you're trying to say?” 
He epost Bt tha the coolest” ‘firilliant deduction, Sherlock,” Markie said, 


rit, Jeff” Matt suid, casting a sions lance 


tly aa he greeted the new arrival: 

His? Jake seconded Matt's greeting: 

‘sHlello,” Sam added weakly. 

“Howdy:” Tony pitehed in. into his weat, 

‘Nige to meet you guys” Jeff Jordan {can't believe it,” he breathed, staring into 
fshing them anil that wns so pest eve en “space. “Aer all I went through, she dumps me, just 
tist couldn't have created t+ Tike that, for the first hunk who comes around!” 

Come on, Jef,” Markie anid, twgsing hin Se all righy* Sam saknoeleiged 


don’t know about you, but “sighing longingly. 

id “That girl's w crumb, Winkle,” Jake sai 

ted hirn away. Jing Sly on the arm consolingly. “She wasn't worth 
Sy stood up quickly and marched over ‘your time, man.” 

table. "What's going, on here?” be demanded, gar “Hey, Sylvester,” Tony told him, “there'll be 


toward an empty table. “T 
Tien famishod” She gave him a hungry la 


jg at Markie, “thought You and I were secing each ‘other babes. You di 

thes!” Stu suid ahe was aw real jerk,” Sly remem 

We were,” Markie replied Sally. “ered, nodding slowly, “I guess he was right, and 1 
“Have you forgotten that we're going to the arts was wrong.” 

festival tether thin weekend?” Sly waked her. You can say that again,” Matt said hotly. “She 
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certainly dit have to go rub Your wae ini like that. “And?” Jake: prompted! her. 
Even if you did follow her around like 8 PUPPY dog” “well, you know how he kind of Tikes me! 
Well, you guyss” SlY ‘aid, bravely lifting Wis “PTL says” Tony |. “First thing he always 
shake and offering @ toasts “Here's to ust Babes “gays is ‘How's Tiffani? That's some el! 
ry come, and babes may go, but good friends are “Well, anyway,” Tiffani weent on“ cused a fittle 
forever!” jewly persuasion. «..” 
tear Wear!” Matt aa Hifing Wi lass and “And? Anut?” Sarw asked 
“An he’s agreed to take Tony's hundred! forty 


nat? Sly went on, “We've got dollars as u down payment on the drum sets And us a 


alot to celebrate—tike our ‘big upeoming BiB! Markie ‘special consideration, ‘he's going to let Tony have t 


find that she drums right away!!” 
““Yeahoool!" Tony's cry of joy got the attention 


‘of everyone in the restaurant Look aut, world, here 


rock group in southers Calif ' 
Tiling her gas. h ws! A come!” 

“There were high fives ll around, hugs when 

kiss for Tiffani 


sooner OF 1 last but not least, 0 big 
and you're bound 10 "Let me get you w shake, Hts Tadyt™ he 
extracthick one 


sand to your He 
tw face Tiny, “You get ite 


your enna focus an is rm 
ssyeceed” : 
“| ahought you sai that didn't apply to mer “Thera!” Tony said, when he returned with: 
‘Tony reminded hi. ‘one for hinwelf, too. “Wall, you 
1 was wrongs TOY.” Sly said seriously “ln just all—we've got us a big Bi Tve got my dream set of 
tnkes some people longer than others.” wire, und wo've all got each other.’ say we've Bol 
“Mane! “44 just wish F lot to celebrate!” 
eo ave bad then in time For UF big gig thie And Tree succeeded in getting rit of Markie 
weekend.” riddance is all {have to sy 
“AL unat wary svomenty isan DUBE through the i Fae y tk me foray wih 
front door of the restaurants ‘wearing # amile from cor sty dumb herself!” 
trae Guess what YOu BUYS?” she said coming UP saa 
1 pm, ME jt ad Yoga with Iggy, over at the 
music store.” 
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ning.” Sly said. “When a person sets 


something, there's no stopping him from getting 
logan needs 


{t's time for the South Coast 
[Arts Festival. And. who's 


to play at this prize gist 
California Dreams, of 
manager 


But then Sly meets Markie Malone. 

Ait of adden, he's having 2 hard time concentralin 
the arts festival. This gis got him more shan just a little 
distracted. 


